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SAGA OF AN INDIAN EVE.Till 60 

By: Jaishree Sharma 





THE MIGHT OF TIME IS UNDENIABLE, 
BEFRIEND AND VALUE TIME. 

RIGHT TIME REWARDS YOU WITH YOUR 
WORTH. 

DESPITE VICES AND PALL IT LET'S YOU 
LAUGH IN THE END, SO AWAIT THE 
ULTIMATE LAUGHTER! 




Foreword 


THIS PIECE OF WORK IS ENTIRELY BASED ON 
TRUTH. 

THERE HAS BEEN NO ATTEMPT OF RETALIATION, 
CONTEMPT OR TO CAUSE DEFAMATION TO 
ANYONE. 

THE NAMES OF THE CHARACTERS HAVE BEEN 
ALTERED TO CONCEAL THE TRUE IDENTITIES. 

SOME SCATHING AND CAUSTIC REMARKS ARE 
NOT DELIBERATE BUT THE SHEER OUTCOME OF 
GRAVITY OF INTENSE PAIN. 

READERS MAY ASSESS THE FEELINGS IF FOR 
ONCE THEY PLACE THEMSELVES IN MY PLACE 
AT THAT POINT OF TIME. 


Jaishree Sharma 





Saga of an Indian eve.till 60 


To the Cosmic World 

AMY. Amy Anderson - is the Central 

Character of this write up - a girl - next door Initially 
naive, oblivion about the functioning of the World. 

Born in a neo-middle class family, to an Indo - 
European parents, securely wrapped in the days following 
20 th century placed in the web of cross - cultural 
complexity - Hybrid, 5 th in the list of progeny, however 
the 6 th Dorris died an unnatural death while a toddler. 

Sources claim that Amy was instrumental in providing 
fortune, wealth and a pedestal to the father (struggling) 
as a freelance journalist, the only bread - winner. The 
prophesy came true as the family shifted to a mansion. 
L. Stalin worked hard to provide adequate education to 
all but only Amy and her elder (younger to the eldest 
brother) fulfilled his desire to the utmost. Amy's father 
truly deserved and then desired a good living but acquired 
some pride and ill-temper. Eventually was at logger-heads 
with most of his relatives- leaving almost no space for 
paternal or maternal cousins for Amy. 

The Mother Shree Sa on the other hand, was so said 
ruled by her husband. Though qualified yet could not 
prove to be an efficient mother - a silent worker had a 
biased attitude for the offsprings. Unable to handle the 
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house chores. Amy once happened to sit ( as toddler) on 
a red hot cooking pan & burnt herself profusely. People 
called her religious but as Amy grew she found her mom 
lost in thoughts most of the times. 

Amy experienced joy riding on her tri-cycle singing 
varied songs and Amun - pushing from behind - the 
trustworthy helper (domestic) and would fascinate her 
with stories of ogres and ghosts that populated the deep 
forest regions of his native village. 

The shabby, untrendy hair trimmed up to the nape 
of neck would bring a frown on the face of Amy - the 
usual feature got repeated many a times. Each time Amy 
was humiliated and was a "laughing stock" at school. 
Owing to the fact, Amy's achievements in declamations, 
speeches, a vast talent in drawing - fine arts a monitor- 
ship forced the pupils to be tight-lipped - a saving grace. 

At times, Amy would be seated on the feet of dad 
who would laugh and take steps heavily - "sheer 
pleasure." 

Instead of close proximity with the mother, Amy at 7 
would be comfortably lifted by her paternal aunt, a regular 
visitor and make her head rest warmly on her boson. 
Amy experienced warmth. 

On other occasions Amy was forced to wear rough - 
worsted pants (slacks) that hurt her terribly but used to 
be soon overcome by the ritual of finding shells in the 
adjoining arena full of sand. 

The Resonance of scolding kept echoing in the ears 
of Amy. Her mother could not sense her discomfort or 
absurd look or else why she got more solace in the hug 
of paternal aunt. 
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II. FLEETING TOWARDS TEENAGE 


L.Stalin spent most of his early mornings being 
involved in Gardening - a rare combo of intellect and 
love for plants. He hardly had time to spend other than 
his occupations but he was fully aware of his younger 
sons accomplishments and the brilliant results of his silky 
haired youngest daughter for whom the most delightefull 
event was the celebration of her birthday at her premises 
with a handful of friends. At times Amy folded the sheets 
of office of her father in abundance to please him. Others 
were no exception to that job. Amy till date does not 
know who induced the mom and dad to compel her 
wear old, rotten fat black-crepe soled shoes rejected by 
his wife earlier. Wearing them a single day would ruin 
her day and invite inaudible nasty remarks. Soon she 
understood the scheming elder sister (younger to the 
eldest) casting an evil eye on all Amy did and influenced 
the parents -Mathilde even deprived of the ecstasy of 
unpacking the birthday gifts given off by her friends and 
would always tear the wraps bfore Amy would come 
after seeing her friends off. 

'Sweety' was the doll she adored and cared for years 
- converse and shared delightful moments. 

The eldest could paint well and Amy had a knack of 
singing - in choirs of school and dancing would each 
time bring a frown which would erupt as a boil on the 
cheeks of Mathilde. Amy learnt incompatibility and 
unhealthy ways. 

CANDID CONFESSIONS 

Amy was my short lived friend whose story, initially, 
was very much like that of mine. I identified with her 
wishing myself to be from another cultural background, 
the name "Amy" charmed me. She departed to another 
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town but the rest of the tale she had told me was quite 
similar to mine- except that we were five siblings not 
six. I stepped into the shoes of Amy and viewed her as 
my Mirror - image, henceforth I shall continue to narrate 
my reminiscences to the readers without any deviation 
from truth. I am a Hindu residing in Delhi. The innate 
desire to search Amy proved futile. The names of the 
dear and near ones shall not be altered, owing not to 
reveal the true identities. The 'Bible' she had presented 
to me still lies safe with me. I have no qualms as how 
she must also be remembering me often. 

Without my liking or consent, I was put into Science 
back ground (stream) as I was a brilliant scorer. Concepts 
of Chemistry bugged me. I have always stood for honesty 
and at the threshold of my fifteenth year I had a heart 
to approach my Dad, daring to show my four over ten 
marks in Chemistry test which was meant to be signed 
by the parents. The internal tremors that I felt, only, I 
know. Astonishingly, father asked me to perform better 
the next time and signed. He did not scold or try to 
reason out. I was very good at copying his signatures 
but I DID NOT do that. 

While I completed my schooling (Eleventh standard) 
and Graduation in Delhi, Mathilde was transported to 
Gurugram to achieve the graduation as she could not 
score good in preliminary exams of medicine. Heavy 
preparation went on to load her with new clothes for 
hostel. Nevertheless Mathilde always kept her venomous 
approach later too. While the decision for my post 
graduation was in spree, she was the only one to resent 
the plan because that would bring another feather in my 
cap. That was after around two-three years. 

After she was sent, the turmoil in the house calmed 
temporarily. My 2 nd brothers visits were now frequent 
and he changed jobs. 
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Chocolates - the unreachable stuff supposedly 
unaffordable always remained many arms away from me 
which eventually intensified my cravings all the more. 
Stealthily my 2 nd brother would bring and give them to 
me and in return would ask me to tuck some button on 
his shirts and meagre mendings. That used to be a deal. 
He even took me out for 'dosa' on the pretext of something 
else. 

Lesser did I realize how I was slogging and was paving 
a way to an immaculate carreer with diverse talents. 

The cold behaviour of my mom reflected in offering 
me 2 nd hand undergarments, at times mended, truly 
unfitting and rejected by Mathilde with a persistent excuse 
of letting them not go waste. The new garments being 
the prerogative of Mathilde - how incessantly stingy and 
mean mom could be to give me pieces of old used linen 
to use as pads during my menstruations an rewash them. 

I learnt deprivation, contempt and unhealthy 
competition. 

IV. DREAMS ANDN DESIRES VS CONVENTIONLISM 

The strict attitude and overpowering demeanour of 
L. Stalin would not let me fantasize and allow for lofty 
desires. My grounded dreams were by no means about 
riches or fame. All I longed for was love - an unconditional 
love - in any segment or relationship. My foremost two 
crushes left no scope for proximity but rested on trust 
hence only platonic. 

My first euphoric moment was when I gave a solo 
dance performance in a concert. After obtaining a diploma 
in nutrition after internship of Dietition's course, I preferred 
spending time with tiny-tots. 

On the contrary, the shirking of my mom's moral duty 
to reveal the truth of menstruation to me brought immense 
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remorse. She delegated the duty to my eldest sister with 
whom I shared a perpetually warmer connection thereafter. 
I overheard that she had been shy to explain it to me. 
Christ!!! then how did she manage to sleep beside my 
father? Shocking!!! 

Earlier, we female siblings used to be packed off to 
maternal uncle and aunt's house during yearly vacation 
from school who lived in sub-urban areas with open drains 
where the cockroaches were the regular visitors. I would 
try my best not to go to defaecate for the fear of insects 
- hence phobia. My pain was unheard any unfelt. Then, 
I felt the need of a friend instead countering the 
unmotherly - mother. 

V. THE OTHER SIDE OF COIN 

Minisha, (real name concealed) an Anglo Indian breed 
was my college mate in Senior academics of the institute- 
apex upcoming name in the indigenous faculties of our 
Capital. 

On her insistence, I happened to visit her home where 
she resided with her mother and sister. 

To my amazement, the mother came out to welcome 
me, kissed me, held my hand and offered me my favourite 
baked beans(home made), pineapple candy, wheat cake 
and rice lovingly. 

More than eating, I kept controlling my tears from 
falling and observed her affectionate gesture. I WAS 
OVERWHELMED WITH A HURRICANE OF EMOTIONS. 
IS THIS - WHAT THEY CALL AS MOTHER ??. This 
episode had a mammoth aftereffect. 

VI. DESTINY CAN MAKE A BASECOIN JINGLE 

A year before, we freshers were to show our talents 
and a pageant arranged for the Miss Institute. Mathilde 
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helped me tie my strings and offered a modified hair-do 
with least make over. The quizzes and questionnaire 
charmed the Judges and there - I was chosen the (Miss 
Institute) but rated as 1st runner-up for there was a soft 
corner for the Indonesian far fetched student who too 
had participated. However, it brought delight on my face. 
This made me self confident. 

FLAIR FOR LANGUAGE 

Years back my interest in English was ascertained by 
my paternal Uncle, younger to father who himself wanted 
his son to excel in it and often, made us sit together on 
warm winter afternoons and evaluate our translations. 
He rarely visited our house in those days. 

Being childlike I loved to ride in swings and sometimes 
got a rope tied at the pegs of ceiling but used to be 
summoned by mother or else to finish home task or do 
an errand. That apart, one job my mom should be 
appreciated for was that she made it a point we children 
drank a tumbler of milk each morning. 

Our Parsi friends, actually only my Parsi friends whose 
names were Khorsej, Frida and Firoz used to be my 
partners in playing on the terrace. They were tenants 
but the two houses had a common wall - helping us to 
jump on either side. Other than insects, I had a phobia 
of darkness. 

I, BEING INTUITIVE 

My intuition was much talked about and I myself 
felt how many a times I could foresee and unknowingly 
say things that would actually happen. It developed with 
time. What was considered just a co-incidence those days, 
now helps me to discriminate and go in for right decisions. 
One morning, when I felt confused as to why I happened 
to see most of my maternal aunts grouped together at 
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an event, grieved and why one of them wore a black 
polka dots dress. Well, it was a dream. Later, within a 
week, I got the news of the death of grandmom. Partly, 
I visualized before and some after my marriage and later 
it turned to come alive. 

VIII. 

The trains of life gathered pace and time flew fast. 
My father became more irritable. By now he had treasured 
a fistful of horrid abuses blabbering out at whomsoever. 
Probably, even after acquiring a decent bungalow was 
still a non-entity or may be had got tired of looking for 
five groomes/brides of my siblings. As such he was 
disappointed by my elder brother who could not reach 
his aspirations academically and as a teenager was beaten 
blue and black leaving us dumbstruck. Mother's health 
kept on deteriorating until she became totally dependent 
in the following years. By then, we had moved to the 
first floor of the house. 

Stepping into the shoes of the cultural traditional steps 
of Kathak dance took me long. My elder brother (younger 
to the eldest) settled in another town and often paid long 
awaited visits. The atmosphere in the house was grim 
whereby the trumpets of rows and battles often blew 
between by eldest brother and his wife adding fat to 
fire. Late I felt drawn to my brother's wife and jelled 
well. The deafening silence and uncomfortable rapport 
forced me to find milk tea ( a tumbler) twice as a breather. 
My desires /needs of day today were taken care of by 
my brother living distantly who was equally victimized 
by my parents. 

I developed stronger faith in almighty and prayed to 
bestow me with a life partner who would understand 
love. 
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For me marriage meant decking up and acquiring a 
wardrobe of glamourous clothes. Too ignorant as I was 
which reminds me how all the girls had laughed at me 
on the ragging day when I could not understand ' 
intercourse' and could not provide substantial meaning 
and explanation to them. The constant interference of 
Mathilde continued - each time adding fuel to fire to 
make situation worse. Thanks to my parents. Alas ! 

Stalin ( my father) was religious and had faith in God. 
He uniquely chanted his prayers loudly in a sing-song 
manner in the early mornings sitting on the terrace top 
of our house. It used to be pretty loud and he included 
Hindu hyms and bhajans too while praying which 
normally were not exactly pleadings but demanding ones. 

The neighbours used to get disturbed and did not 
welcome this but who had a dare to stop him? He often 
behaved like an aggressively discontented person and 
rebukes to others were very common. Sitting on the terrace 
was a daily affair specially during winters. 

Winters remind me of another act on the part of my 
biological mother. While I was in eleventh class, I urgently 
required a magenta coloured sweater (the school uniform) 
as the earlier one donated to me by Mathilde was in 
tatters and more like a rag. She too had studied in the 
same school. Since it was my last year in the school, my 
mother stuck with a weird idea of knitting a new one 
but of her size (mother's) so that it could later be worn 
by her. The size of my mom was three and a half times 
that of mine. I think this idea was whispered in hear 
ears by Mathilde only. Finally the cardigan was ready 
and to my surprise I floated in it, particularly the arms 
and the wide girth. It was obnoxious and I looked more 
like a scare crow in it. I tried to reduce the width with 
my needle but the arms were not my cup of tea. Readers! 
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will you imagine how I had struggled wearing that for 
nearly three months in the school. Constantly pulling 
the sleeves up all the times and saw people watching 
me. I could not complain at all. My father hardly saw 
me because I used to leave at 6.30 morn wearing the 
cardigan and he would reach mighty late. Ironically even 
in those days, festivals were celebrated enthusiastically 
which meant wiping fans and repeated cleaning of 
brassware scattered all over our house rubbing them with 
a chemical. Such a cumbersome process, even the toy 
sized covering shoes of the furniture were not to be spared. 
Brassware covered every nook and corner of our house 
amid a fierce competition with wood-work. One of my 
sikh school friends now migrated to the States and moved 
from place to place - yet undiscovered. A lovely perfume 
that she had gifted to me was my solitary precious 
possession and often used it sparingly, unnoticed by others. 

The hostility and impatience of father would bring 
unwanted bedlam at home. A TV was bought for the 
family but a slightly extra usage would bring hostile frown 
on the forehead of my father, he hated entertainment. 

Here, I want to give a reference of a young boy much 
younger to me, who offered to work as a semi-partner 
to my eldest brother. He belonged to an affluent family 
and lived with his grandpa due to studies. He would 
often come to out home and was familiar. He called me 
'Doll' and I started tying the sacred thread "Rakhi" as a 
sister on his wrist every year. His grandpa was very 
dominant and he often gave vent to his feelings while 
we -myself, my eldest brother and he sat together as I 
mostly made tea for all. One evening there was a great 
hue and cry in the house as I had dared to bake a cake 
for him and others that day as it happened to be his 
birthday - Thanks to Mom and Mathilde. Practising many 
eats at home was also a part of my college assignments. 
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I remember, they had poured ample venom in the ears 
of my father too. I remained composed. 

That day I ascertained a green eyed monster in my 
2 nd sister and she resented all my activities. She was jealous. 

XI. INTOLERANCE AND DERELICTION OF DUTY ON 
MY SISTER'S PART II 

While serving in a primary school I managed to buy 
a silk saree for Rs.250/- as I usually wore sarees. My 
biological mother claimed that it was a wastage of money. 
Wearing flowers in hair was considered to be lewd but I 
would wear for dance. Barring other trinkets only finger 
rings were my fascination and I did not ever show 
particular interest in jewellery with the help of my eldest 
brother I (WITHIN THE PREMISES OF MY HOME) got 
five to six coloured pictures of my clicked by calling his 
friend photographer but I could feel the coldness of 
behaviour of two of the females of house. One of the 
pictures was used to send to my would be -in-laws later 
and that time they themselves had none. Even myself 
getting clicked with my post graduation degree gave bed¬ 
sores to my 2 nd sister. My father supported me. 

My eldest sister would come for months to stay with 
us. The infant daughter of hers was an attraction but I 
could not manage her for long. Despite all this, she had 
the audacity to leave the little one and go for shopping 
with mom and 2 nd sister saying they would return soon. 
It was an utter confusion when Purna got up and raised 
a hue and cry in the house. I, being alone in the bungalow 
tried every means and in nervousness mixed ceralac in 
bowl of water and tried to feed her through bottle, she 
roared and roared for an hour. We both were in tears. I 
also called my tenant above the annexe-block to help. 
Nothing helped, the little Purva just wanted her mother 
and I a young girl of twenty was having no instructions 
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to console her. Finally, they returned and laughed at my 
innocence - of course no sense of empathy, gratitude or 
guilt prevailed. 

In the due course Mathilde and my loving brother 
also got married respectively by year 1976. 

Mathilde kept visiting our home even after marriage. 
Her first engagement had broken but after some time 
she got married, I was ripe for marriage too. Mathilde's 
frequent visits triggered war like situations - as such - 
interference was her favourite pastime. I, on the other 
had kept myself busy by taking tuitions for whatever 
stipulated time I had after household chores- as neither 
my brothers wife nor my mother could do - they had 
their own fabricated reasons- no doubt mother was ageing. 

MARRIAGE PROSPECT 

What I learnt was that in our India, marriage of a 
girl was fishing for a passport, then procuring a temporary 
(if possible) visa to another family - utterly unknown to 
her - going through the rites and pleading for a P.R. if 
she reforms herself totally submits and adjusts according 
to the members of the family she is married into. 

Mine was an arranged marriage and Ram was not a 
person to woo women. After a courtship of around three 
months I witnessed my self tying knot to my husband - 
a dynamic person said less but kept a lot within heart. 
During the courtship period we would spent time together 
and on two occasions asked him to take me to 'Children's 
Park' for riding on swings. It was Delhi. My yearning 
for swings got fulfilled then (and seeing a circus took 
another ten years - when I happened to go with my 
kids). 

I had had a strong intuition that the day the building 
adjacent to our house would get populated that would 
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be the time of my wedding. The similar situation arose. 
Mine was a good wedding. Only thing was I had 
practically no support of sisters even to adjust my finger 
rings webbed with a piece of hand jewellery. My friends 
did the needful. 

I gathered that it was an end of an era. 

WEDDING SCENERIO 

After the wedding, we travelled to Punjab and reached 
at night. I occupied (made to occupy) the room of my 
co-sister, as there was no bed in the newly constructed 
roofed room opposite the verandah. Obviously, no attached 
bathroom - toilet. And - the toilet after crossing the court 
yard possessed no latches. My elder sis in law would 
catch my clothes and would pass on my outfit that she 
held in hand after I took bath. I was alien to all this. 
Everything was melodramatic, people extending 
meaningful smiles and children peeped inside occasionally. 

My mother-in-law was bloated with pride at the site 
of her daughter-in-law loaded with jewellery, well 
educated and according to her - very beautiful that she 
would not fail to tell every now and then. Village ladies 
touched every part of my fingers, arms, neck and tossed 
my veiled head all around to assess the cost of my 
jewellery. Sitting before them, touching their feet I used 
to felt like mannequin on display. My ornaments and 
beauty was the talk of the village. Half of the conversations 
made by them flew above my head as they used typical 
Punjabi words - Greek to me. No decorations of room, 
no reception for the bride (myself) and the constant 
coughing of my husband ( he had contracted severe cold) 
demotivated me after having nearly three sleepless nights. 
The only possession my mother-in-law gave me were silver 
pajebs - very thick and extremely beautiful - the family 
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possession. The first dish that I cooked was not difficult 
as I was supposedly a good cook. 

I believed that destiny had taken a good turn. 

Next day, we were all stuffed in a car with many 
relatives to pay a visit to Mata Chintpurnijee and jwalaji 

- presumably a long hilly travel. 

Offerings at the Mata ka temple in close vicinity and 
going for Baba Sodal temple (as I used to dream of snakes) 
was part of the activities there. Frequent quarrelling sounds 
were often heard by me. Everything was queer. 

Soon, I discovered that the speech of my mother-in- 
law was a loose-cannon ranging from complaints to 
abusive sentences said in her rage wantonly with no rhyme 
or reason, partly related to her past. She used her colloquial 
way of shouting and would be tireless even though she 
shouted the whole day. Any amount of (though senseless) 
yet often tried consoling would be meaningless- all her 
whims and fancies. 

People rated her as a victim of her sister-in-laws and 
early widowhood but I did not and still do not agree! 
The root cause prevailing was 'suspicion'. 

Thereafter, I ignored going near her or her room but 
the temple area was there. I was hesitant to go even 
there. The image of 'mother' shattered completely before 
me. 

Next week we returned from a hurried honeymoon 
to Kashmir and to my utter surprise she was to accompany 
us to Ghaziabad - amazingly she claimed to set my home 

- weird !!! 

One can imagine the excitement as I had to furnish 
my home and I had the skill to do that. Just in two three 
days of stay of my mother-in-law with us when she had 
by no reasons brought my brother-in law's son also kept 
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observing our activities of setting the dowry furniture 
etc and my wardrobe. Above all, my husband gave a 
solitary stove (kerosene oil) to me to cook - I was a 
failure to handle the stove but somehow cook three four 
items daily. How on earth could I know there was 'HOI' 
festival and what were the norms? While I was bathing, 
something happened as such I could not register most 
of her words- by the time I was out - a barely fifteen 
days old bride - Mom-in-law started shouting and soon 
when my husband returned from office - she was totally 
paranoid alleging me to have not given milk to the little 
boy and the fridge was locked- Totally false. I understood 
she was Mrs. Kill -joy. She packed up, ready to leave 
and her roaring voice shook every wall of our house. 
We all reached Delhi to bua ji's place whose house was 
close by from the railway station. On way she kept of 
abusing and charging both of us of something I really 
did not do or understand what she meant. It seemed the 
bua and her family were quite familiar with such dramas. 
Bua jee was looking pitifully at my face and I was 
surrounded by strangers. At times she would even throw 
things hither-thither. My husband remained composed 
but irritable. He Lay down to rest and I kept on staring 
out from the balcony. Her loud voice was giving me 
headache. 

I thought about the futility of wedding and the futility 
of possessing a mother. PROBABLY my people were better. 
Will I listen to the music whole life? KE SERA - SERA - 
whatever will be - will be- I concluded that the 
SPLENDOUR of wedding was finally OVER. 

We saw her off at the station and she started crying 
- pleading- inaudible things hugging us. Finally, she had 
set my home! My husband under the impact of that did 
not speak to me for one full day. I wondered - was that 
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married a life. Her mom had created unpleasantness with 
no fault of mine. 

Later I came to know that this was her usual self and 
at times would hit my elder co-sister also. I feared talking 
to her. I often asked myself - why in my Alma-mater it 
was instilled that mothers were/ are loving, devoted angels. 
They create a temple out of a house. I dared not to share 
the information with my father who may react differently 
'he was also a man of sword and a bank of abuses. I 
would ask my husband if the mom-in-law was his real 
mother. He would laugh. On the contrary I received utter 
affection from his all paternal aunts - they were genuine 
- not theatricals and often talked how they missed their 
only brother - my father-in-law. 

Each time she would pass a verdict that she would 
come & stay with me would give me a shiver and I would 
ask my husband to accompany me most of the times. 
When I used to go to see our fields, the greenery and 
soft blowing wind that used to be flavoured with flowery 
odours would render peace to my senses. 

My mother started losing her muscular control and 
now needed a full time attendant. My elder brother uttered 
something derogatory during a conversation with me and 
I stopped talking to him and my bhabhi. 

Going to village became painful and required 
Herculean courage. After such incidents I would 
reluctantly pay visits to my in-laws house in rural locality 
for a week or so - in fact what meant the most for me 
was - being with my husband. The atmosphere was 
strange. Anybody would ask anything from one corner 
of the house and the reply would come from another 
nook. The breakfast would be much delayed and the main 
door kept ajar most of the time. I did not mind open 
latrins or a hand pump but what bugged me was - the 
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missing wash basin and my husband using a common 
comb, common soap and hand towel. I loved my teeth, 
so since my maidenhood would brush them before retiring 
at night - it used to be cumbersome process so whenever 
we went out, as I would always keep my Colgate and 
tooth brush in my purse - would look for any civilized 
area or a restaurant having a wash basin and do the 
needful. After the fixing of a small cute wash basin in 
the open verandah, I would brush around 10 at night 
and the inhabitants would look at me surprisingly. The 
day time went by driving away of house flies with a 
cloth towards the open arena. A constant bedlam of my 
husband's elder brother's toddler was a common feature 
among the swarm of flies. I kept myself busy with good 
outfits and helped my co-sister in the kitchen. My co¬ 
sister was barely educated and had gracefully adapted 
herself in the four walls of the kitchen for nearly eighteen 
hours enabling her not to attend to her two little sons. 
Frequent roars from mom-in-laws' room, without any 
rhyme or reason would add venom into the atmosphere. 

I would have sleepless nights but my husband assured 
that things would be fine. Many times my husband took 
me out in the evening on the pretext to buying some 
utilities and that was a breather. 

According to my mom-in-law every other woman, 
whose house we may visit was a witch who would mix 
some powder or concoction in our eats to fulfil her 
missions - even the paternal aunts of my hubby - who 
all were equally grieved and victimized at some point of 
times. 

All were theatrical - highly hypocrites showing 
immense love and sorrow according to the situation. I 
dared not to bring her (mom-in-law) with me lest she 
created scenes as she had on myriad occasions. She would 
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lie often and over praised me in front of my co-sister in 
village but she took it mildly. Definitely she was a slow 
worker and could not reach mom-in-law's aspirations. 

I would often think, why mothers were made of such 
sterner stuffs - lesser did I realize that I would be a 
mother some day. 

On beginning our journey way back to Delhi my mom- 
in-law and younger sister-in-law would perpetually visibly 
shed crocodile tears - which once I had taken to be true. 
The younger sis-in-law had barely completed eight class. 
Sometimes my mom-in-law would offer me some so-so 
clothings which I would accept tepidly but with outward 
excitement. After all, my husband always was trying to 
strike and balance between me and his family and so was 
I. Morally I learnt - how important was/is EDUCATION. 

My husband was doing well and one fine day I 
realized that I was on family way. News of my younger 
sister in law's ill health followed us and we were 
summoned to the village. After being hospitalized for a 
day, we realized it was some psychological problem. We 
opted to take us along to our town for a change. Not a 
streak of refinement, she was even afraid to open the 
main door. Half of her clothes were not brought so we 
got her stitched new ones. She was not as simple as she 
appeared. She slept with us on our bed lest she might 
get afraid in the room next door - thanks to my mom- 
in-law. I became dreamy about my baby and in the process 
I had to train sister-in-law from A to Zee. I shopped her 
undergarments and even trained her how to wear. Basic 
alphabets and two lettered words were taught to her by 
me. Simple answers to basic questions were taught to 
her but all in vain as she had no zeal or brain to learn. 
She could soon gossip endlessly about village events and 
by the grace of God handle the stove I had, so that I 
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could cook. Most of the time I felt nauseating. Relatives 
would pour in and out week after week. My husband's 
Mama (eldest) expired and that brought an end to any 
good celebrations as such such that was the time each 
festival of mine would have been my first after marriage. 
I felt bad. For three months the sister stayed with me 
gaining almost nothing academically and we got 
transferred to Delhi where we occupied a third floor of 
one of my husband's (so called) friend sister and her 
husband as they had got transferred to Chandigarh. In 
that intense heat with open terrace she did not even spare 
her third rate fridge for us which finally got shattered 
on way to Chandigarh. 

In August we shifted the 'make shift' home to a house 
in Sadiq Nagar and brought all our luggage - ground 
floor. Despite regular check-ups I remained unwell. My 
father paid visits but my mom was left with no energy. 
The baby girl I was blessed with was overdue- crossing 
nine months but hail and hearty. I developed complications 
in the hospital and got two units of blood but was too 
weak to even stand with many stitches. I saw the face of 
my daughter after three days - a bundle of cotton but in 
hearts of hearts I yearned for a boy. Over the time everyone 
except my husband taunted me for the baby girl one or 
the other time. My partner was too happy. My mom-in- 
law and the same younger sister-in-law were with us. 
My mother-in-law found some pretext and started shouting 
and threatened us to go - she knew we could not manage 
ourselves and the little one. On the 13 th day she packed 
and fled leaving us helpless. I could barely sit with a 
tube and was pale. The joining orders for duty came to 
my husband for Hardwar within two days. We packed 
and being in that plight was made to lie down on the 
back seat with Rooche for five hours and my husband 
drove down to Haridwar. We were in a mess - myself 
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particularly - as I could not care for the baby 
independently I would find happiness in the smile of 
my little one. 

We straightway landed at my husband's maternal aunt's 
house there who had been there for many years in a 
two-roomed flat (GOVT) with three children of their own. 
She welcomed us whole-heartedly. 

I learnt when there remains no one God himself takes 
an avatar to help you in crisis. 

HARSHJI - A BLESSING! 

Harshji gave her bedroom, fed me and helped and 
cared for Roochee and cared for me with best of food, 
milk etc. It was blessing in disguise- not a single frown 
on forehead. She played a great role and was instrumental 
in making me stand on my feet and make my Roochee 
healthy and stout. After one and a half month we moved 
to another accommodation on rent- where the office of 
my husband was attached to the building at an arms 
length. My husband would light the stove in the morning 
at 8.30 and I would keep all ingredients ready and would 
cook entire breakfast and lunch. I knew how to switch it 
off. Harshji's family was a great support for every little 
problem I faced. She played the role of my real mother. 

The ten years we spent there were pleasant barring 
my mother-in-laws unpleasant visits in between and 
creating scenes. At times I thought she needed 
psychological treatment. My youngest brother-in-law flew 
to America and my Rakhi brother was already dead- died 
of Typhoid and Jaundice together. My mother was half 
in senses but strong enough to create a fuss whenever 
we visited parental house. We stopped going there but 
while in Delhi we would either go the Company's Guest 
house or paternal aunt's(buaji) place for a day or two 
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who used to be ecstatic taking care of Roochee and gave 
us a free hand to roam about and shop in Delhi. By 
then, my husband was Divisional Manager and was doing 
well as such was a workalcohlic - thought either about 
work or his family - i.e. family in village but loved 
Roochee and me. Roochee was more attached to him and 
was becoming cute everyday. She was chirpy and mixed 
up with Harshjee children very easily. 

AN ENCOUNTER WITH SNAKE 

The house that we lived in had partly kutcha floor. 
Once when my father had come, he went along to market 
with Ram (my husband) and it became a bit dark. The 
power was cut and those days no one had an inverter. I 
spotted a half meter rope on the floor near the window 
and picked it to throw. To my astonishment, it was slimy 
and was actually a 'snake'. Suddenly I threw it and looked 
for the shutter's keys (we would lock the shutter in those 
days and the other door used to be bolted - the house 
had no boundary wall) in a preparation to unlock the 
shutter as there would be no call-bell. Immediately I held 
Roochee in one arm along with keys as the snake had 
started moving slowly. Anticipating that it may lodge 
itself at any hidden place in the house, I quickly somehow 
lighted a candle to drive away utter darkness. Ram and 
my father had come and were shouting from outside as 
there was no electricity. 

Cleverly keeping an eye on the snake I placed the 
candle on the dining table AND holding one in the other 
hand carrying Roochee, I hurriedly went out to open the 
shutter and ran back again to the spot the snake. I did 
not fear it but thought that it might sting later. As I told 
them about it, my father highly paranoid held a stick 
and killed it on the spot. People were all praise for me 
but I pitied the snake. 
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Our association with a noble couple having two 
daughters flourished in those days. Initially Ram had 
business relations with Aggarwals but later it bloomed 
into a pleasant friendliness. 

Roochee was a hyperactive child and would hardly 
sleep except at night. 

The children of my elder brother-in-law were always 
given preference over Roochee - Blood is thicker than 
water. Even as kids they were too smart for words but 
dumboos - academically- there began a competition against 
Roochee- she was much prettier and lovable. Meanwhile 
Tsumanis kept coming in the form of verbal quarrels in 
my paternal house and my mother took to bed could 
not recognize any one. We visited the home as a part of 
our duty. The parents were thrown to third floor. My 
elder sisters tried their best to whisper about the fortune 
of property but were scared of my father. We had no 
terms with Mathilde as she had cheated us with funds 
meant to begin their industry but years later they returned 
the sum. Initially my bhabhi was too foolish to understand 
how I had loved her, so now she was in bad books of 
everyone. She took to her old job and bore two sons. 
Internal politics from Mathilde had almost ruined the 
family. The same was to be faced by my in-laws - who 
would always feign and had contempt and jealousy in 
hearts. 

Our own house was to be built soon in Haridwar 
which was the bone of contention and a reason to be 
jealous of. We were doing well and had inaugurated two- 
three shops and were among the cream of the society- 
we were the 2 nd to buy an AC car in Haridwar. Joined 
the clubs and were much sought after couple. I became 
immuned to tortures of my mom-in-law. My husband 
started looking for a groom for the younger sis - practically 
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good for nothing. Once Roochee was given to buajee, 
mom-in-law flared up and kept on abusing us way back 
in the car and called me a prostitute. In fact, we had 
gone to a hotel meet and were looking for a match for 
the sis-in-law. She pestered us to leave her at railway 
station with her daughter. At that point she collected 
around fifty people by shouting claiming that we were 
torturing and hitting her. I was terrified seeing my husband 
gheraoed by people ready to hit him. Somehow Harshjee's 
husband (mamaji) were summoned to save us from the 
chaos. Both of them threw their slippers opened hair and 
boarded the train pushing my husband at the threshold. 
Roochee was wailing at the top of her voice. 

It was traumatic for many days. I had sleepless nights 
and frequently woke up screaming that mom was abusing 
and hitting us- nightmares. When I fainted next day, the 
doctor confirmed the arrival of another baby - I was 
unaware of my biological - cycle. I was already two 
months pregnant for the second time in October. 

My husband took extra care of me and his mama 
(uncle) told his sister not to visit again in future but she 
would come and stay with them on two occasions. I 
formed a kitty and we loved our life. Roochee became 
very naughty and often misplaced my belongings. I prayed 
that I may get a son this time. When the elder brother- 
in-law visited and said that he may send mom after a 

few months. Instantly, I cried —No, no- no.! 

please. We had domestic helps and did errands of the 
club too we were giving charity to many and my interest 
in Vaastu shashtra began. During Roochee's time I used 
to pray and read holy books but now not at all ! 

Clans of people - closely or distantly related to Ram 
(my husband) would drop in any and every time of day 
or early morning. 
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Very soon we were to move into our new lodgings. 
Though we had some domestic help, the guests were 
totally inconsiderate about the fact that I was running 
seventh month of pregnancy. With servants, I would cook 
and cook because none of them were interested in bread 
or rice as any one meal. 

The general thoughtfulness of Ram was that women 
are half-witted and biased about their parents and would 
not adjust easily with in-laws. This was because entirely 
across Punjab, eighty percentage women, were not 
qualified and village folks (women) were uncultured and 
were meant for cooking only. 

Lesser did he realize that I was different. Somewhat 
pride had taken over him and the rage-level too. Many 
a times we would indulge into arguments - solely due 
to his people. In the course of assessment once he remarked 
"You cannot do anything and stabilize yourself in life." 
It left me off-colour for a few days. I knew he was 
sandwiched between our and his family. My in-laws 
(except my elder brother-in-law) did not believe in carrying 
out duties but on the other hand. Ram OVER DID his 
duties and all took him for granted. Though calculative 
yet poor in judging people- Ram often fell prey to 
betrayals. I could not explain that I already doubted that 
person therefore I knew I was better foresighted. 

NEW AASHIANA' 

By the time we had moved to our new house and 
wi thin a few months delivered a baby girl again effortlessly 
- everything was smooth. 

The excitement of new house and new born, whom I 
could feed made me joyful. Yet I yearned for a baby boy 
and would burst into tears. I had prayed to God for an 
independent brave boy. While in Tirupati my husband 
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was overjoyed - he hugged me and said let people go to 
hell. Roochee was anticipating a doll but on seeing her 
live doll she did not like and during those days she was 
going to class nursery. We had just performed pooja- no 
house warming ceremony as I had been seven months 
pregnant at that time. 

A parasitic cousin of my husband had stationed there 
as terrorism rose to its peak in Punjab. Two females - 
younger cousin sister and a cousin of Ram equally oblivion 
to kitchen were there. My kitty friends Mrs. Khanna and 
Mrs. Kaushik would come every day to feed me the 
required food happily. We celebrated Roochee's birthday 
on the first floor. We had every luxury and I was too 
happy with my kids. People envied us. The children were 
too small to let me work so I declined an offer to teach. 

My mom-in-law would keep pestering me to see my 
new house but we were reluctant. Once, all of a sudden 
she entered with my brother-in-law's family. I hated her 
- just passed pleasantries. She lingered on and hugged 
me. By then, I had become blotting paper - she had stolen 
my emotions. What was left was only - duty from my 
side. I often thought - are all mothers like this ? I would 
never be like both of them. 

Many a times. Ram and myself would host dinner at 
our premises. My major job was to take care lest Roochee 
put any thing (food) in Nanhi's (my new borns) mouth 
or poke fingers in eyes or try to carry her in her arms. 

My full attention while Nanhi, slept (most of the time) 
was towards Roochi's education. Her educational 
foundation was made very strong and she had been 
developing skills in various forms. The dexterity with 
which she assembled her belongings and did home-work 
was amazing. Dominations ran in the family and she 
too was dominant. 
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Roochee was pampered by all, her grandmother loved 
her and would bring various items to please her and 
narrated stories (religious or folk tales). 

We rented our first floor - converting it into a Guest 
house (with two three bedrooms) and employed a cook 
for bed and breakfast issues. An additional income became 
the sore of eyes for many. 

NANHE had become very cute and plump and would 
not bother me at all. Quietly sitting in a corner she would 
play but feared to touch the belongings of Roochee. 

Within two years we had many relatives instead of 
guests who would prefer to live upstairs - free of cost- 
wonderful, the sister of parasitic cousin of Ram came 
over to do her B. Ed. who was harmless foe. People used 
Ram's name to get their work done - Ram hardly knew 
about that. During one of those days when we paid a 
visit to Delhi we went to meet my eldest maternal uncle 
and on the 3 rd floor of Ashok Vihar. They were very aged 
but welcoming. I had taken a gift for her daughter in 
law but she refused to accept because I had been the 
youngest in the family and a daughter. I was elated and 
equally overwhelmed. 

One day Ram scratched his middle part of palm near 
the thumb and a dreadful infection with black spots spread 
on his body mainly in arms and legs, clinically we found 
no clue about it and Ram felt like scratching them often 
and again they would increase. 

For a long period of time we struggled with it, finding 
no solace. He even took the help of astrology. Silently, 
politics had begun in his office. 

His business had soared remarkably. We did take many 
outings and enjoyed vacations with our friends or attend 
Intercity meets. We both were Presidents of Rotary and 
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Inner-wheel clubs respectively. After a long time, the 
patches were controlled but they did not vanish completely. 

The marriage of the younger sister-in-law got fixed 
in November-while my little one was only four to five 
months old. 

My brother-in-law was not foresighted but placid and 
would love to come and stay with us for days- no bread, 
no rice. Even Ram felt suffocated because he had to forego 
his office work. 

We spent around a month during the ceremonies of 
marriage and shopping for her ( sister-in-law) Ram would 
fill up the car with every Tom, Dick and Harry leaving 
one seat for me, carrying the heavy Roochee throughout 
the journey and Ram drove himself - even before. 

Now I had Nanhi too - her paraphernalia also. 
HUMOUROUSLY, Ram, once made our helper sit in the 
Dicky on way to Punjab. It was very scary for me. 

PROCEEDINGS 

Heading towards the village outskirts where the would 
be groom lived, we went for the engagement ceremony 
when the sister-in-law and mother-in-law remained behind. 
Hesitantly, I began the journey at seven in the morning 
with others, leaving my heart - my Nanhi behind in the 
custody of a full time caretaker maid and mother-in-law. 
At every point I would miss my little one - leaving at 
home with others was Ram's decision. I agreed as the 
village was worse than ours - no proper toilets and utterly 
unhygienic. Roochee went along with us. After the needful, 
trying out best to reach - were back at dark. Tweleve 
hours remaining without Nanhi was traumatic for me 
but no one ever got the feel of it. I came and hugged 
Nanhi - only to find that my maid was victimized by 
my mom-in-law. Myself and my maid both were in tears. 
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Her fault was that she had entered the kitchen to take 
milk for Nanhi. Nanhi was fine. That was the first time I 
roared at my mom-in-law irrespective of whoever stood 
there - how she had a heart to do so. She herself had 
not taken care of Nanhi. I told her that it was on account 
of her daughter that I had to mercilessly leave my little 
one in their custody. That was the biggest blunder. I prayed 
myself but did not attend her (so called) Diwali Pooja 
that actually was a hoax. Totally dumb struck, the brother 
in law and Ram kept watching me cry and roar. Certainly 
they had no remedy for the old witch. 

On the wedding day, I decked up my sister-in-law 
and my husband had procured every necessity for her. I 
remembered the time that she was not on terms with 
my elder brother-in-law she had dared to say that time 
she had told me not to invite him and his wife on her 
wedding occasion. Foolish of the first degree as she had 
been - did not even realize that in the absence of father,it 
was only brothers who would be doing the needful. 

The younger brother-in-law had come from US. He 
had brought handful of cosmetics of the bride as well as 
for me. He never bothered or even respected the elder 
bhabhi at all. I reflected for some time and remembered 
how he had flung the plate of food made by her once a 
few years ago in my presence, because it was not of his 
taste or with some other draw back. None had said a 
word and I was amazed. Thanks to the teachings and 
sanskaras of my in-laws family. 

On the occasion there was a crowd of relatives and I 
had to be active, changing attires only on account of my 
faithful maid who took utmost care of my four months 
old bundle of joy. Roochee was jubilant and excited 
wearing beautiful frock. Probably I was the only one 
properly dressed among all. Every now and then was 
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shedding off crocodile tears by the bride and her mom 
because I knew what real tears were. 

The groom was so said an Ayurvedic rural doctor 
but very good looking yet not refined at all. I think my 
sister in law did not deserve even this type of a groom. 
What we came to know later was the groom was greedy. 
He had kept on clinging to my younger brother in law 
in an expectation to get some item as a gift from US. 
When he failed, as told by my brother in law was that 
he asked him to at least give him his American Pen. 

Initially, my younger sister-in-law would boast, but 
then she came out with the fact that the earnings were 
meagre and she always faced financial crisis even though 
she lived in a joint family. 

Each time and even otherwise cash and items were 
categorically sent to her place and somebody or the other 
always visited her. This practice has been going on till 
date. Even after that, she always supported her mother 
and offended my co-sister who would slog the whole 
day. Before marriage (as told by my co-sister) in a rage 
and contempt, she had forcibly twisted one of the fingers 
of hand of my co-sister so severely that till now it could 
not be straightened. I pitied my co-sister and respected 
her. She would say that she was used to the abusive 
language inflicted on her. 

My younger brother-in-law (P) preferred to join us at 
HARIDWAR for whatever number of days he was to be 
in India. He was 29 and a hunt for his bride was on. 

Our club activities were great and so was Roochee's 
education. We would throw parties. I had become a 
member of B.H.E.L Ladies Club too and twice performed 
on stage on the cultural nights. One was Anarkali and 
another a South Indian Classical. Harshji would keep my 
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children on a couple of occasions when I rehearsed. Ram 
was supportive and I looked after my home also. 

While Nanhi was in pre-nursery, we got the news of 
my mother's demise at Delhi. We tried our level best to 
be on time for funeral the same day but failed and reached 
after cremation. We stayed in guest house. My Shanti 
bua had instructed me to celebrate all festivals as Holi 
was approaching. She had become very frail. 

It was over whelmed seeing everyone there. My elder 
sister pleaded and forced me to talk to my elder brother 
and bhabhi and share the sorrow. I hesitated but gave 
consent and hugged them after nearly nine long years. 
After that they both were very sweet, respectful and caring 
for us. After a few months they paid us a visit at Haridwar 
- offered many gifts to Roochee and Nanhi saying that 
she was then in place of my mother. I accepted and was 
touched. 

Surprisingly at the time of prayer meeting of my 
mother at Delhi, I spotted my maternal aunt and others 
in ordinary sarees to denote sorrow but one of them 
wore black and white Polka dotted sari- which long before 
I had seen in my dream and the same group sat around 
me at that point- exactly the same- strange ! It was more 
like a Deja-vu for me. Amazingly! 

In May, we were summoned by my father in Delhi to 
visit him. Ram clubbed some job too as it was vacations 
(Year 1989). 

As we entered home, to my HORROR, Mathilde was 
already there conversing with dad and my elder sister 
also came out from inside. The inner room was full of 
belongings of my mother - clothes, sarees, shawls and 
at one end there were some pieces of jewellery artistically 
separated into three parts for we three sisters. My father 
had gone to the bank, prior to that and hand arranged 
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gold items. I understood, but did not know what was 
the hurry ?? ? about dividing. My dad said that my elder 
sister had to leave early for Mumbai. I, finally ( being 
the youngest) intervened and vouched for my bhabhi's 
too. Mathilde frowned and said that they did not deserve. 
Father was equally influenced and was in a foul mood. 

Certainly a sordid game was planned lest the 
ornaments were given off to the bhabhis. I was forced to 
put my foot down saying that all the belongings should 
be divided equally among all five ( inclusive of bhabhis). 
Dad wanted to give a little to the caretaker's wife who 
actually had gone through the ordeals of cleaning my 
mom. It could be a momento. Very fairly, I demanded 
even the clothes to be equally divided. Mathilde, tried 
her level best but the things were sensibly divided and 
the lightest sets were handed over to the bhabhis. 

A CLOSE BRUSH WITH DEATH (NARROW ESCAPE) 

While we started our journey to Haridwar almost 
everyone knew I had jewellery with me. To save time 
Ram took a by-pass towards UP but it was an extremely 
deserted road. Suddenly out of the blues, two men on 
motor bike with turbans covering their half of their faces 
took out a desi gun reached our car while in motion and 
knocked. Expecting danger Ram sped up but they struck 
with the butt on the rear window very hard. Earlier they 
had pointed the gun towards Ram and in panic all of us 
had shut the windows. Eventually the glass crashed 
throwing splinters of glass all over me and children at 
the rear seat. It was sheerly the presence of mind of Ram 
who drove fast and miraculously we were out of danger. 
As we peeped back, the same gang looted the car that 
followed us. It was a harrowing experience but God saved 
us. We visited temple that evening after reaching our 
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destination. The after effects lasted for a week. Strangely 
though it had been, broad daylight. Thank God! 

Same year, we spent a fun filled week with my 2 nd 
brother and bhabhi who visited us from Vadodara. The 
children made merry. We visited many places and even 
the family friend of ours Rakesh who took us to a 
farmhouse of his uncle where they possessed a private 
pool and a Tributary of Ganga artificially constructed 
passed through artistically created garden with fruit trees. 
All of us had a dip and enjoyed the pool. 

Same year, I underwent an abortion. It was not a fluke. 
Nanhi, being July born was not being admitted in 1 st as 
she would have been completed five not by 1990 April 
but July. I got her age enhanced by procuring another 
birth certificate. On the other hand, we did a lot of hard 
work to complete the pending work of D.RS. as Rooche 
got admitted in standard four but in July,1990. There 
was no derth of acquaintances of ours. We celebrated 
Roochee's 8 th birthday with pomp and show in the club. 

Authorities were creating hurdles in office for Ram 
whose ears were poisoned by the envious lot. My mom- 
in-law visited again and stayed with us and shared her 
desire to accompany me to my kitty. I said a plain NO 
to her. I would take to embroidery and knittings in order 
to be myself. I would attain peace of mind. The 
matrimonial alliances acquired a great pace and we often 
went to Delhi for "P" s would be wife. 

One set of lovely jhumkas of my mother still remained 
with dad which he wanted to give to someone he fancied. 
I did not want to be bereft of them. So, I asked for them, 
which astonishingly were "sold" to me by my father at 
market price. I learnt - how to be calculative and 
materialistic in life. 
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Whenever my mom-in-law created a mess Ram would 
take over. While in deep solitude, I would reflect about 
one good bounty she gave to me. 

Just as my biological mom would make it a point to 
make me gulp one glass of milk daily my mom-in-law 
also should be given her share of goodness. Unconsciously, 
she had done a favour to me by bringing Ram into this 
world. 

A Punjabi family gave consent to the marriage of 'P' 
and a hasty engagement was arranged among near and 
dears at our premises as the documents of migration to 
US for the bride would take long. 

A paper marriage - to be brief ! Though my mom-in- 
law did not approve of the bride, yet everything was 
finalized - wedding to be scheduled after a year or so. 

I inaugurated 'Libass-e-hunr' in November and those 
days verbally and unconsciously, I would chat and say 
that I had never had a fracture in my life. 

Devilish forces heard this and in the beginning of 
January,1990 I experienced a fracture in my ankle of right 
leg all of a sudden- hence glued to bed and scared walking 
within the four walls of house. I would do my club 
correspondence and teach Nanhi a bit. People would pour 
in and out to meet me. Even Mathilde visited me 
alongwith her husband. The true mission was to get some 
documents of shares signed by me. Seeing our house, 
her eyes popped out visibly. They returned the next day 
as her husband happened to spot one lizard outside in 
the verandah. 

The wedding of 'Veeru "Ram's" paternal aunt's son 
was on cards - to be scheduled in April. I used to walk 
(plaster on) with great difficulty. Veeru humourously 
remarked, I would not be able to walk for another few 
months, hence, I betted that I would walk down to a 
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particular temple in the end of March- therefore if I would 
win, he, then and there would shave off his moustache. 
He agreed joyously. 

In February, while I was alone inside and the daughters 
playing outside in the evening- the landphone rang. I 
had the hand set connected to it. A strange hoarse voice 
yelled and announced that my children were trapped in 
his custody. Before he could say the ransom to be sent, I 
lifted and in great panic, dragged myself out of main 
door instructing all the servants to look for Roochee and 
Nanhe. I was breathing heavily. In no time they spotted 
both of my daughters from outside and from neighbour's 
house next door and brought them to me. I embraced 
both of them and they looked at me very innocently. 
Once again the phone rang and the same voice announced 
the same thing. Overcome by fear and triumph I answered 
back instinctively that my children were with me and 
did not bother to listen further as tears were falling from 
my eyes. I locked the main door and waited for Ram to 
narrate the harrowing incident. There had been many 
such instances occurring those days such as kidnappings 
etc. My interest in Astrology and Vaastu Shastra began 
and deepened with every single day. 

During Holi celebrations, despite ample care on my 
part - as I just stood at the meshed door of my home, 
naughty people dropped a lot of coloured water on me 
which caused the inside of the plaster totally damp and 
sticky. Thankfully, it was the time to remove it. We planned 
for the visit to the Temple and I could walk briskly and 
independently. Seeing this 'Veeru' was taken aback and 
we called for barber who chopped off ' Veeru' stylishly 
grown moustache. It was a sight worth witnessing. 

Next day we got the plaster removed. The wedding 
fell closer and alongwith attending the ceremony we 
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clubbed the visit with a long awaited visit of a pilgrimage 
- visiting the shrines in Himanchal. On one occasion our 
van sank into a ditch and it became darker. Somehow, 
once again God helped us and we began our journey. 
We were then accompanied by the parasitic cousin and 
his wife too. This cousin had raised a house near our 
premises and as told later. Ram would often help him 
monetarily without my knowledge. 

I was amazed how people fail to understand and rely 
on their wives and take strangers in complete confidence. 
Ram was not fore-sighted so each time he would be 
betrayed and cheated by the so said close cousins of his. 
As such the parasitic cousin would spend ten to eleven 
hours of the day at our home, I don't know why ??? 

HOBBY CULTIVATION FOR ROOCHEE 

To channelize Roochee's energy into something 
constructive and build a hobby for her I asked the 
neighbouring few ladies who had daughters and arranged 
elementary dance classes involving around small girls. 
This took place at my premises. At around four girls 
would gather here and learn preliminary steps. The teacher 
was good. After being familiar to the teacher, children 
became naughty and would play with him. Tiny 
ghungroos were brought by me for rhythm. It was an 
ordeal to keep Nanhi away from them. Soon I observed 
that the girls became naughtier, ran around and did not 
take it seriously. Once, they almost pulled his hair. 
Immediately, I got that practice discontinued. Poor, noble, 
teacher did not say a word. 

Early 1991 when we were trying to shift Nanhi to 
DPS too there were rumours of our transfer. We did not 
heed to it. The entire stock of books for fifth standard 
for Roochee was brought after her formal exams and the 
new were sent for covering and binding. 
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In May, the transfer orders of Ram to move to Delhi 
office were served. Initially, it did not please me as we 
had been living there for ten long years. My bhabhi was 
too delighted. Soon we got composed with the idea of 
transition. A new realm of life began. He had to join in 
June. We paid an advance visit to Delhi for lodgings in 
East and got it fixed. There was Jack with us to admit 
the daughters easily in one of the schools there. We paced 
those few days for this. Roochee appeared for entrance 
but the sessions had already begun. With a great effort, 
after repeated visits to an upcoming school in East Delhi, 
we got partly a green signal. Roochee's name among very 
few students who had appeared that day was at the top 
among the selected ones but the very next day when we 
were to pay the fees, her name was nowhere to be seen. 
Clear corruption prevailed. Ram found some influential 
fellow and the mission was completed but she was to 
join in early August. 

Winding up from Hardwar was a cumbersome process. 
We were invited for three distinct farewell parties - My 
kitty friends couples, my ladies club at BHEL and in 
Rotary Club. People bid farewell to Ram in the office 
too. 

In June we found ourselves in a new flat which was 
kept closed for many years with no occupants in it. 

The paternal aunt of Ram lived nearby and was a 
great help. I became a Delhite again. 

In September, we went again to Haridwar to celebrate 
Roochee's birthday in a restaurant. We had carried part 
of the furniture and only those items which were needed. 
Respite from the parasitic cousin came as a breather. 

In hearts of hearts I thanked God to have planned 
the rest of the crucial education of my daughters to be 
held in Delhi. 
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Finding a school for Nanhe was a Herculean task. 
We practically went from pillar to post each day and 
then the next day. After joining Ram had taken an off 
for few days. Nanhe was not good in Hindi, particularly 
sentence building so the rotten of the rottenest schools 
showed attitude and we did not want to waste her one 
year. 

Somehow, with a great effort we located a school which 
gave admission to Nanhe in the end of September with 
an undertaking that if she did not improve, she could 
be chucked. My fingers trembled when I signed the 
undertaking. From that day onwards we all slogged with 
Nanhe without wasting a minute and other than eating. 
We both taught her day and night. Poor girl cooperated. 
For Hindi, a lady tutor next to our building was employed 
who later turned out to be a good friend of mine- Shyama. 
By the grace of the God, miraculously, Nanhe stood first 
in the class. The principal gaped in astonishment. We 
heaved a sigh of relief. 

One fine day my elder brother-in-law reached Delhi 
and the next day, without any pre-information flew to 
US for settling himself there. 

My brother and bhabhi were regular visitors. My 
bhabhi had chronic Asthma and would become serious 
being shifted to hospital very often. 

An additional burden of looking after the brother-in- 
laws family came on the shoulders of Ram. We made 
few friends because then the education was the top priority. 
The conditions of office were deteriorating with time. 

In the very first year of stay, I twisted my other ankle 
causing sprain and was bed ridden for fifteen days. The 
back log of Roochee's school to be done by us took our 
major time and was straineous, but she would come up 
with flying colours. 
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The wedding of 'P' was on cards and A to Zee was 
to be done by us. The elder brother in law was not all 
going to be present in the ceremonies. I recovered from 
acute pain in the leg and by the grace of God, we 
encountered a friendly, spiritually enlightened astrologer 
who would sometimes guide us in our actions - 
Surinderjee. 

We somehow got around five flats in the society on 
rent for ten days, arranged the cooks and got the 
ceremonies performed at our premises. Crowds of relatives 
surrounded us in our two roomed flat. The would be in¬ 
laws of 'P' tried to create ruckus before wedding poisoning 
the ears of 'P' against Ram but we skillfully handled the 
situation. Clearly with a gap of tweleve thirteen years of 
age between "P' and his would be wife proved that they 
were after money and just wanted to transport their 
daughter to US. 

My brother (younger to elder) was planning to start 
his industry and wanted a word with Ram. Some of the 
parasite relatives still wanted to see diem off till the railway 
station and Ram doing more than what is required became 
the crux of an argument between us. The guests parted 
gradually and I stayed with my bhabhi for a few days 
to relax. Children had autumn vacations. The new couple 
borrowed our keys of Haridwar bungalow and stayed 
there for sometime and on the way took away most of 
my new crockery without telling me (Thanks to Ram). 

Prior to this there was the wedding of my cousin in 
Hyaat Regency - the Uncle who lived in US. We all 
attended it but as the banks were closed, my bhabhi 
instinctively shared her jewellery with me. 

Being dissatisfied with Nanhe's teacher and the blunder 
she committed in correcting note-book, I reached her 
school in panic one afternoon not being a PT.M day. 
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Without caring for the call from the principal I entered 
by saying. May I come in ! Startled by the report and 
handy notebooks that I had carried, the principal kept 
on listening to me constantly mesmerized. After a 
continuous speaking of twenty minutes, I took a halt. 
The principal smiled and said she would look into that. 
She instantly offered me to join the school there and 
then. Roochee was to arrive home after half an hour by 
us. My anger evaporated and I pondered over what she 
had said. She repeated that she wanted me in her school. 
I asked her to let me think and as I was not B.Ed. - she 
admitted the scale might not be given to me. I took the 
pretext of Roochee to return home and hastely came back 
with Ram and Nanhi. 

Ram persuaded me to take up the job offered in platter. 
I had already been into teaching before marriage for four 
years. 

I slogged everyday to meet the targets with the 
cooperation of Ram. The Director of the school convinced 
me to study for B.Ed. and he would do the entire needful. 

Highly impressed by my work, I was made to recheck 
the checked note books of teachers of English, teach science 
in Class VI and VII and also be the Medical Incharge as 
they had observed how I could detect a sprain or 
indigestion or even fracture of children within minutes. 

The same year. Ram met with an accident after being 
dragged to nearly half a kilometer at road side with the 
bus - in an effort to save the life of an old man. Narrow 
escape! He had bandages at many parts. There was a 
garden square in the society so children had a good safe 
place to play. Shyama went along with me to school as 
she also had been working in the same school for around 
a year. She continued to teach Hindi to Nanhi. Naughty 
as she was, Nanhi would jump across the middle wall 
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to the other society for Hindi Tutions rather than going 
by the gates since it was a very short distance. Nanhee 
would at times bring tiny fledglings at home and feed 
them along with the other friends but alas they would 
not survive indoors. 

I would take Nanhe for Judo practice each day after 
school near the same premises, she was too good at it 
and received a medal in it. Nanhee had become the sports 
captain and almost an adolescent where Ruchee had 
bagged many prizes in academics and extra curriculars. 

My mom-in-law was as interfering as ever and the 
younger married sister in law always had problems and 
supposed to be short of funds each time - we would 
supplement. 

Worked hard for B.Ed from Annamalai University and 
cleared it successfully after appearing for a tough practical 
and gathering not less than fifty aids and specimens. 
The two years dragged on. Aggarwals paid us visits and 
after a year or two they too shifted to Delhi after retirement 
after their elder daughter Sheenu's - wedding. Our contacts 
at Haridwar were intact as ever. 

The flux of the following events and incidents left us 
with a great pre-occupation. As the responsibility rose. 
Ram and I had to pay various to and fro visits to Punjab. 
Prior to 1993, in the course of a visit to my younger 
sister-in-law to remote village of Punjab, despite utmost 
care, Roochee contracted Jaundice due to bad water. Not 
much recovery took place while in my in-laws house for 
nearly a week and we decided to come to Delhi. Luckily, 
we were bestowed with wonderful next door neighbours- 
the JAINS who would stand by us through thick and 
thin. He suggested us to get 'chanting' done by a rural 
amateur pandit for Jaundice. We were reluctant but took 
just two times to him with whatever he asked us to bring 
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and incredibly Roochee got cured within two days - 
incredible ! Later we came to know that doctors do not 
have any cure for that. 

The very entry into the periphery of Punjab region 
would give me goose-bumps. Taking off from the school 
too was not easy. Both my daughters were studying hard. 
We would refuse the offers of joining any club those 
days. 

During one of my weak moments . told my 

mom-in-law about rows in my parental house. What a 
blunder! She would not leave a single opportunity to 
taunt me for that and in addition add up that I would 
never be able to procure a male child outrightly. No matter 
what used to be the cause of her private grief she would 
include all around us and also reach the sisters and parents 
of my co-sister too. 

Reflecting quietly sometimes in solitude I would 
request not to give such mom-in-aw to my daughters 
atleast when they grow up. Often I would confirm from 
Ram if his mother was not his step-mother. 

My job pulled on well and I got the result of B.Ed 
which I had completed successfully. They increased my 
scale. 

A go-getter, as my husband was, struggled hard to 
meet the targets but now placed in the administrative 
block could do less. The rising internal politics and 
conspiracies were suffocating him. On top of them reaching 
at the spot for any wedding or death ceremony was 
mandatory for us as regards paternal aunts and uncles 
with no considerations and refund on that part as regards 
the family fund. 

The sister-in-law would say that she was always hard 
with money as the income of her husband was less. My 
mom-in-law and sister in law had labeled him mad. 
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Secretly, my mother-in-law would whisper in the ears of 
Nanhi that the outfits of Roochee were very good as 
compared to hers. Also I had a biased attitude for her. 
The innocent girl of six years would tell her that even 
her dresses were very pretty- and - later narrate the whole 
talks to me. What a shame !! dear mom ! 

Each time when the elder sister-in-law visited us- even 
in the days of Haridwar, we would go out of the way to 
come to Delhi, pick her family and race to Haridwar - 
leave aside the distance of East Delhi to Airport. We looked 
aft er her every need and kept her and her children happy 
loading her with gifts as her husband used to be away 
overseas. He worked in Merchant Navy. In hearts of heart 
both the daughters vouched for their mother only finding 
faults in my co-sister or me (behind my back). How fake 
she was - we came to know much later. 

In one of the visits, before my elder brother-in-law 
flew to US, the mom-in-law at the same house was in 
foul mood and picked up a quarrel as we were to go to 
next town for buying things and some entertainment. 
On earlier occasions also Ram and myself would argue 
due to her unwanted behaviour and end up quarrelling. 
We both were losing patience on account of the radically 
wrong persons - Ram's mother. On this day in a fit of 
rage when Ram wanted to stop her comments, the mom- 
in-law ran upstairs and suddenly threw a brick from there 
on Ram- as we all stood in the court yard, targetting 
him only. He, by the grace of God had moved a bit and 
had a narrow escape- whereby the brick fell down with 
a thud. We all were shocked at her behaviour. Ram in 
uncontrollable anger rushed up to trace her and 
anticipating the worst to happen, foolishly she jumped 
across the wall of the next house. This led to a massive 
sprain in her foot. She was dragged patiently from the 
main door and a doctor was called. Adjoining 
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neighbourhood knew this and we - myself, my co-sister 
and the grown up kids sat bewildered ! There were 
questions in the eyes of all the five children about the 
episode and I was tongue-tied. It took nearly twenty days 
for her to normalize. Even in those days she would come 
with her staff, push the doors of the rooms, peeping in 
as to who was sitting where and doing what ? I felt 
totally consumed by such acts. I empathized with my 
didi (co-sister) seeing her plight. 

In the absence of their father, the children connived 
with each other, did offences and indulged in family 
conspiracies. Just average in academics, I observed they 
were unduly competitive against my jewels, leaving no 
stone unturned to damage Roochee's image in front of 
Ram- who in turn would beat Roochee. Nanhe was too 
small and fell prey to them and they would work secretly 
exchanging chits of paper where courses of actions were 
well written. 

No wonder, the eldest (Lali) got two compartments. 
We, being the generous couple brought him with us to 
stay in Delhi in order to clear the exams. A few months 
before we had moved to the flat opposite to ours in the 
other building but in the same society. 

The elder daughter's wedding of Aggarwals got fixed 
and card delivered but it was near or during the board 
exams of Roochee. Just for one night we, alongwith Nanhe 
went to Lucknow to attend that leaving Roochee & Lali 
together at home. They shared affection. 

The sibling's love and affection of Sunny, the elder 
brother's son toward my daughters was also intense. He 
would always make them happy and they would enjoy 
being together. 

Ram was already a qualified lawyer from Delhi, so 
keeping in view the circumstances deteriorating, he took 
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pre-retirement and resigned in disgust from his Govt, 
job. 

I had almost completed three years teaching when 
Ram maintained his flamboyancy as ever. Nanhe was 
thoroughly vivacious and soft spoken but deep down 
more mischievous than large hearted Roochee - called 
the Golden - girl by her friends. 

The challenging situations and futuristic plans would 
infuse courage and our bent of mind in spirituality, 
astrology and vaastu grew fast. We both were honest, I 
being planned. Ram being totally unplanned person. 
Slowly the children of elder brother-in-law misinterpreted 
their father to their advantage. We were totally unaware 
of it. 

I hated potatoes but for the sake of Lalli who loved 
to eat them, I cooked potatoes every second day to please 
him. At that time, he was like my third child. Fearing, if 
the family of Ram (village family) will be unhappy and 
discontent, the frustrations will be poured on to us and 
finally on slightest plea, coaxed by Lalli, Ruchee would 
be scolded. The plan of selection of Science stream for 
Nanhi was an alarming signal for them. Roochee was a 
serious student but Nanhe would learn quickly and play. 
Even before that when Nanhe stood first in fifth, the 
authorities mis-calculated the marks and once again were 
wanting to change the marks asking me return the report 
card - as a matter of authority as I worked in their school. 
I REFUSED, the director took it ill and told them to 
withdraw Nanhi boldly. Senseless Senior flared up and 
spoke like a rustic questioning me for my service. I 
declared spontaneously that (ME TOO). He was astounded. 
I left. 

Lalli had been staying with one of his friends for 
study sessions and that day came to collect his Admit 
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card and documents and left. He did not either reach 
his friend nor our house. Worried as we had made endless 
calls everywhere only to admit that he had fled without 
notice. 

Our goodness towards everyone was a bit too much 
to be digested by them Later we learnt that as he was 
not prepared for exams and wanted to bunk, he took 
the pretext of having stress and discord. In fact. Ram 
had asked him a few days before to get some sweets to 
which he had overpaid the shopkeeper. Just informally. 
Ram was trying to make him realize the calculation and 
he thought that Chacha was blaming him that he had 
stolen money. 

The night was sleepless for me in lieu of what took 
place in school that day. The next morning I went and 
returned the pigeon-hole key and other belongings of 
theirs along with the result sheet. I was relieved. Realising 
their mistake, they phoned on countless occasions asking 
me to return back but I had taken a strong decision. A 
ordeal of re-admitting Nanhi was there, that too in April 
- beginning of the session but the admission would take 
place in February. 

Being brilliant and good in cultural activities Nanhe 
blocked and ascertained a seat in another school but not 
that of Roochee. My endeavour to put them together in 
the same school never materialized. She became sports 
captain and won medals in Judo competitions (as told 
before). 

Destiny wanted something more from me that year - 
1995. My elder bhabi had not been keeping well for some 
days. Each time she would come up with breathlessness 
and land up in a hospital. Her visits to a hospital every 
now and then were as if she was to go to a paan shop. 
But this time, it was crucial. At night she was admitted 
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in Jaipur Golden and by early morning, we were told by 
my brother that 'Anee' was no more. Dumbstruck as I 
was - I was emotionally devastated as those days I would 
share many things with her and she too banked upon 
me. Ram brought the little son of hers from home on 
way. He was almost as old as my NANHI- OR two years 
older. 

Probably, because of this God had discontinued my 
service temporarily. I was the only one holding the fort 
at my parents' house having no female around. Next day 
my brother (2 nd brother) reached with bhabhi and family. 

My didi critically remarked about the unfair ways 
incurred to his son and did not even try to call us that 
his son had reached Punjab. With all such activities coming 
up, I understood the God was diminishing the sins of 
my past life one after another in order to make me chaste. 

When the matter subsided a bit, we thought of finding 
a source of income for the younger sister-in law. Going 
against our wishes, regretting the very act. Ram contacted 
a firm who would give away a fake degree provided the 
exam was written by someone. By paying him extra the 
question papers and answersheets were brought home 
in Punjab, reluctantly all of us, including the children 
wrote various answers on sheet on the pretext of the 
sister in law in her presence. Months later she was declared 
'pass' and she got a job in a rural school to teach very 
junior children and started getting salary. Ever since the 
unfilled well has still not got filled (Full) by nth efforts 
of ours. 

The demise of my bhabhi left a void in their house 
with no one to cook. 

On myriad occasions, I would send food or call them 
at my premises. The servants did not stay. Sometimes 
my brother would bring raw material, I would cook and 
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pack it up for them. He was always short of money but 
relished food. His overeating habit make him diabetic 
and his health started deteriorating. 

Days passed and Ram started his own practice with 
a Senior Advocate. He himself had great acumen and 
talent to face the adversities. 

I used to get hallucinations of bhabhi and would hear 
the tapping of her heals many a times. Within a tenure 
of two months my husband managed to procure a job 
for me in a nearly much established school on my 
insistence. 

My didi came one day to plead asking us to keep 
Lalli again. I was firm and did not want to go through 
the turmoil again. We refused but Ram kept on helping 
him to attain job by hook or by crook. 

In looks, Lalli appeared - less domesticated. We vacated 
the rented flat on the insistence of the owner and finally 
bought a flat on our own a kilometer away in a different 
society. We could not go farther because we were a part 
of the web that surrounded me (school etc, my daughters 
school friends and her tuitions of Accounts and my 
husband (The Apex court). I hoped it was the last house 
to move into. We had no choice of the number of bedrooms 
it contained. I was content. 

Once before Mathilde, in a meeting at the guest house 
we stayed in, shouted after getting provoked on certain 
revoked honest issues as such she had grievances against 
elder brother's wife and almost all. Truth is always bitter 
to taste. She had snapped all connections with everyone 
of the family excepting my elder sister whose husband 
had managed to procure Directorship 'in the so called 
industry of their's which was later declared as a' sick 
unit'. 
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At the time of the wedding of her daughter none 
expected any invitation. Suddenly the family of my elder 
sister dropped in to attend the wedding in South Delhi 
knowingly there was bitterness among all of us. They 
stayed keeping their luggage at our premises, got ready 
and went to the marriage. It was mean. It was just to let 
us down. If the wedding was so essential, they could 
have gone straight to her house or hired a hotel. 

Roochee began her college- (south campus) and Nanhe 
prepared for tenth boards. Ram had acquired settlement 
as a Senior Advocate. I started using reading glasses. 

Norms at my school were harsh, evitably leaving no 
room for taking leaves. Sometimes didi would cut /injure 
her finger with an electric motor run for driving water 
and sometimes on the pretext of landed properties, we 
had to make trips to Punjab but asking for leave was a 
harrowing job. I was offered junior classes which was 
very tiring. Mobile telephones and coloured TVs were 
on the way soon. 

Allocating a little time away from the hectic schedules 
we paid a visit to Nepal and thereafter Nainital. They 
were delightful breathers. I remained friendly, jostling 
with friend circle in the school but immense hard work 
and capability was causing trouble. I was made subject 
co-ordinator in Science and given primary class (fifth) 
and a few sections of Sixth standard. 

CIRCUMSTANCES FORCE ONE TO LIE 

We were made to stand for hours with no chair in 
the class. Jealous groups tried to settle scores by burdening 
me with extra jobs. I used to be listless many a times 
specially when we had to cross the periphery of Punjab. 
Accumulated work later would get on my nerves and 
cause pain in knees. A small little group of our staff 
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formed a monthly meet in respective houses after school. 
It was joyful but short lived. Issues of joining or not 
joining of Union of the school created fuss for me and 
my closed friend Mrs. "S" A clever friend of mine having 
distant goals ignited a desire to study with me, as such 
I was planning to do M.A. through correspondenece. Ram 
was very supportive and I began studies once again. 
Roochee and Nanhe would come up with flying colours. 

During the exams of M.A. Semester II - first four 
eight papers by long sittings. I felt pressure and swelling 
in knees. The wedding of the daughter of elder sister 
'Purva' was on cards. Ram cajoled my father to come 
with all of us (father was not interested to go). We, four 
families enjoyed the wedding in Mumbai. 

The means of leaves must be explained now. After a 
week's preparation of how to manage leave I for the first 
time tried to use foul means (after a discussion with my 
close friend). I managed fake certificate declaring that I 
was suffering with viral fever and needed at least five 
days rest was handed over in my absence to the school 
authorities - as there was no other way to take leave for 
the wedding. This trick, regretfully was very successful. 
It is the management that FORCES us to lie- No wonder, 
I had to hide my mehndi clad palms with a glove while 
signing the registers later on. 

Myself and my daughters had great transparency. 
Roochee would also tell me if anyone ever winked at 
her. 

Roochee's M.Com took another two years and 
meanwhile Nanhe was going to be an aspiring dentist. 
Having made the provisions of calling the family of elder 
brother-in-law to US (without my mom-in-law) was taking 
shape rapidly. 
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After getting a complete check-up done we concluded 
that I had hypothyroidism and then the journey of 
consuming one pill daily in 2000. Luckily after attending 
a hectic contact programme and taking exams at Panipat 
(in affiliations to Kurukshetra University) my mission was 
accomplished, the level of my adrenalin would rise each 
time. I would think, where my mom-in-law would live 
after the migration of the elder brother's family. 

Neverthless, sensibly enough all three (me and my 
daughters) were snatching an hour many a times for Q.T 
(the quality time) and we would discuss light things and 
laugh and laugh. During the discussions Roochee would 
pressurize me to tell something about her childhood. I 
remember how we laughed when I told both of them 
how once (after my constant reluctance) Ram had placed 
a handful of Napthalene balls scattered under the cushions 
of our Sofa once because the menace of rats was great in 
Haridwar. I had cautioned him time and again about the 
naughtiness and a tendency to explore everything about 
Roochee. He was overconfident. Nanhe was not even born 
those days. Little, Roochee quietly found them, while I 
cooked and it was when she kept munching for sometime, 
I realized strange quietness around. By the grace of God, 
I had caught her red handed. In sheer panic I put my 
fingers time and again in her mouth and for half an hour 
made her vomit out whatever she had consumed. 
Uncomfortable as she had been shed tears and unnoticed, 
unconsciously even I was crying loudly shedding tears. 
Ram had been out on a tour. Later I took the advice of 
the doctor who endorsed my decision of making her vomit. 

Once Roochee dropped, rather threw the bunch of 
keys into the pot of latrin and how I slogged and took it 
out wearing a glove. 
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Such reminiscences and talks were common among 
us. Ironically Roochee had turned out be quite, wise girl 
now in 2000. 

Sunny and my children blew horns and cheered with 
all others on the onset of a new millennium. It was in 
Connaught Place. Birthdays were celebrated in full swing 
at our house time and again. 

After pursuing graduation. Sunny migrated to Australia 
to make fortune. 

Dirty politics would prevail in the school and the 
root cause was 'fatso P' the supervisor who could not 
stand my efficiency and was desperate at times when I 
would finish even the extra work assigned to me. 
Unfortunately she was the eyes and ears of our Principal 
- a sadist. 

Time passed and the family of brother-in-law migrated 
to US leaving the younger son ( who could not manage 
a visa) and my mom in law behind in a six roomed rural 
mansion. Ram took to hypertension. 

A year before the migration of the elder brother's in 
law's family, the mom-in-law was sent off to USA on his 
insistence. After spending some time there with him and 
the 'P' and his wife's family she appeared dissatisfied 
when reached back. Her tone was different and was at 
that point of time too sweet to didi. I did not understand 
the enigma behind it. 

The in-laws were busy preparing for migration and 
hardly any care of the house was being taken. A round 
brass table of mine gifted to Ram on our wedding at a 
ceremony by my dad while it was full of sweets, nuts 
and belongings of good omen - was now lying totally 
tarnished at one condemned corner of the living room. 
Now that they were to go, there was no point leaving the 
momento there. As such we had left our furniture at 
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Haridwar and needed a centre table. Infact my mom-in- 
law had asked me to take it away along with my wedding 
album. After meagre hesitation Ram agreed and brought 
it home. The incident reached US and almost an earthquake 
came. They turned a cold shoulder towards us. 

When they were to board the plane from Delhi for 
the States, Didi told me not to take care of mom-in-law 
and let her die alone, I was amazed. 

I was offered TGT alongwith co-ordinatorship but the 
'Fatso P' kept on playing tricks. The principal used to be 
always surrounded by sycophants and depended on them. 
The Chairman's visit to school was very dramatic each 
time. Everyone would try to flatter him and fake time¬ 
table used to be in progress that day. Deep inside I would 
laugh and laugh. He was treated like a self proclaimed 
king and after school he would lecture the teachers 
criticizing majority of them. Next day the drama used to 
be over. 

Being too honest was my way of life. Nanhi would 
suggest me not to call spade - a spade and be diplomatic. 
Pampering was not my cup of tea. Nevertheless, I would 
try many times but would fail each time and retreat back 
to original. 

A DOG PROPHESIZED 

Once, we were to take the students on excursion at ' 
Fun and Food village'. Even I went with my class. Apart 
from other activities for children - like swimming, dancing, 
puzzles and swings, we had an hour's session only with 
teachers. In fact, as told by the instructor there was a 
dog - miracle dog who would touch and pick any person 
answering a query in the form of a question put to him. 
We all sat in a circle. The first question was whose husband 
loved his wife the most among the teachers present. The 
dog moved taking back and forth movement and came 
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near a staff member and nudged. She admitted that she 
was the "loved one boss" at home. The 2 nd question was- 
whose mom-in-law was most troublesome causing 
unpleasant situations ? I expected the dog to come closer. 
It came, halted and suddenly moved to another member 
who admitted. The last question was - By all means, 
whose years after fifty five, to old age would be the 
happiest, luckiest fortunate and easy going i.e. very 
comfortable. The dog almost raced towards me, nudged 
my legs and stood near me and would not go till the 
instructor pulled it. I was astounded and delighted. More 
than that, I gathered that there were many more people 
in the world who had trouble maker mom-in-law apart 
from mine. 

EXPLOITATION OF EMPLOYEE 

After the demise of Anee( my elder bhabhi), the only 
female lady I trusted was my younger bhabhi (elder to 
me). The affinity was mutual. 

The principal of the school would assign unnecessary 
errands to me - like counseling a staff member who lived 
in a close by apartment regarding leaving of Union. The 
union was becoming strong day by day. On another 
occasion, knowing that I was a postgraduate in science, 
she asked me to be a 'writer' for a student of class X on 
a Sunday. The child was to appear for a re-exam in 
Chemistry but had unfortunately got a plaster in his right 
hand. There was no scope for refusal as it was connived 
among two three of her sycophants. No extra money was 
to be given. The child was below average. I felt funny 
when he kept on repeating sentences and equations 
altogether wrong and I was forced to write wrong ones. 
Often the level of fury would shoot up in me. Pensively 
when I would recall all that I would ask my self why I 
was pulling on with the job. 
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The preparation for Nanhe's birthday at our place was 
in great spree though it was on small scale. The cake 
was to be brought by we two. The same morning, she 
had a match in school (Badminton) and she slipped, 
fracturing her right arm. I was filled with remorse but 
gladly she said that their team had won. She was also 
the sports captain. Still we celebrated the birthday with 
her friends. 

OUR FAMILY-ETHICAL AND DUTY BOUND 

Myself and Ram always believed in discharging our 
duties well, come what may ! Above all we both are 
God fearing. The same ethics and sanskara are passed 
on to our daughters. No one gets perfect in-laws and 
not necessarily we are going to click with every one in 
our family. Relatives were no exception to this. Those 
were the peak days when myself and Ram were slogging, 
earning, meeting targets and preparing for the bright 
future of our daughters and yes ! we had problems with 
finances also. The additional duty of taking care of elder 
brother's in law family at village, prior to their migration 
to US, visiting them atleast thrice a year with family 
and the aftermath of papers of "land" with the co¬ 
operation of mom in law was taking toll on our energies. 
Yet we never complained and did our duties smilingly. 
LEAVE aside the pressure of travelling 900 KM back and 
forth, spending of petrol, gifts, knick - knacks and 
surprisingly even on day to day needs (eats) of their 
home barring groceries, we used to be left with no extra 
money, but no body thought of it and we did not debit 
it ever from the joint account - since we were "DOING 
OUR DUTIES". Leave aside praise, no consideration was 
there for these acts. On top of that slyly blaming us for 
the discrepancies in the money sent by Ram's brother 
pained and pinched us. All sympathies were with Ram's 
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brother as he was alone in US (As the younger brother 
had kicked him up). Fending for the demands of his 
children was not easy. Ram never kept accounts. Being 
the only one family of ours in India, the whole 
responsibility of the weddings and demises occuring in 
Bua's houses (Seven in numbers and mostly having large 
families) fell on us. Ram never asked for money - because 
he was Duty Bound. We too had to marry our daughters 
decently - how could that be possible without savings. 
Thankfully we had some property at hand. Even though 
I had been unhappy at school but pulled on for the sake 
of money. 

During 2001, I had developed 'umblical Hernia' for 
the past few years. It was time to get it operated lest it 
may cause entanglements and complexities. The surgery 
was commenced. Those days we had employed a full 
time servant who would cook also. For a few months, I 
was advised not to lift heavy things or bend down to 
pick anything. I was given class on the ground floor. My 
patience level with constant dealing with negative people 
was ebbing day by day. Long standing would cause pain 
in my knees and swelling. My school had moved farther 
and at times we were to go on our own and not by bus. 
The daughter of my second brother also got married and 
settled in Canada. MRS 'S' AND I met regularly and 
maintained a rapport. 

Once while travelling in school bus, I kept on listening 
to a new teacher about the miracles of an astrologer she 
knew who fixed marriages too. Later, I asked her, his 
address and I told Ram to visit him. Roochee had 
completed M.Com and looking for prospects. The 
astrologer who lived not very far off was decent. He 
had many birth charts but on seeing Roochee's birth chart, 
he said that he had been looking for such a planatory 
position for a groom in South Delhi whose family was 
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very well known to him. When we fixed the meeting 
and took Roochee along, she was disturbed. At an instance, 
with no other look outs the match was fixed. Coming 
November we arranged the engagement and the 
proceedings of wedding began in full spree. 

The mom-in-law was very glad and the news was 
flashed. Some relatives attended the engagement also. 
Rinku, Goldy family and the "Poplis' were a big support. 
When the news was revealed to my elder brother-in-law 
and family at US, they were stunned and did not speak 
over phone to us for complete one month. What went 
wrong, we did not know. Later they communicated with 
tepid excitement. Nanhe was doing her BDS. 

As we required a huge some of money, though there 
was no demands from Roochee's would be in-laws yet 
we needed to plan. Everyone wanted a farm-house 
wedding. We proceeded to Haridwar and sold off 
"Aashina' and shifted the furniture elsewhere. Bringing 
the part payment by road was risky. 

We decided to put the partial payment received inside 
the car stuffed into a ten-litre pressure cooker, casually 
and travelled to Delhi reaching at dark. The wedding 
was to be solemnized in January. For initial stay of guests 
we got a flat nearby on rent for a week and the rest 
everything was carried on in a fully equipped first floor 
bunglow which was usually rented for such purposes. It 
had many sets of three roomed sets with kitchens. 

My elder brother had not been well for the past three 
months and caused a small tiff at the time of engagement 
as regards me and him. He said meaningless, unpleasant 
words - sometimes lost in mind. 

We began the journey to Punjab for 'Jagran' scheduled 
for 8 th Jan. on 6 th Janauary. After reaching we got the 
news of passing away of my elder brother in Delhi. Strong, 
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as I always was. Ram and myself did not declare it to 
anyone. Unlike my mom-in-law, who had cared more 
for the death of his eldest brother, soon after my marriage 
and had performed no rituals of mine- I allowed more 
importance to the happiness of my daughter with respect 
to my brother's demise. Nevertheless, I had felt sad. 
Something that was done, could not be undone. 

After reaching Delhi, my father phoned me not to 
come by ignoring the marriage processes because in such 
cases, no one should attend such ceremonies. I did not 
go for the prayer meeting as two days later was the 
wedding. My younger (2 nd brother) reached the premises 
of ours and performed all rites of marriage. My elder 
sister too joined on the wedding day. I asked them to 
bring my nephews for the reception. Sunny and the 
younger one came but foolishly Sunny said something 
to Ram that flared him up. He (sunny) did not realize, 
he was at a reception. Everything went off well and later 
we all paid a visit to my paternal house. 

For the wedding night Ram had got nearly eight of 
the gent's suits stitched for all his brothers and nephews- 
which were all alike and formal outfits. 

Prior to Roochee's wedding when I had a surgery 
done, my brother and bhabhi had celebrated the house 
warming party of their new house and their twenty fifth 
marriage anniversary at Vadodra. We had sent both our 
daughters with my elder brother and his son, as I could 
not travel. My bhabhi had made it a point to make my 
daughters live with her in her house because of my 
absence. I was touched. 

Even during the wedding days of Roochee, Nanhe 
had her practical dates also but managed both. The in¬ 
laws of Roochee were very good and noble family - they 
still are and we would pay visits to each other's families. 
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We missed Roochee but she was atleast in Delhi. Time 
kept fleeting and I was then a mother-in-law. 

In 2005 itself my dad happened to slip near roadside 
while walking on foot. With great difficulty, he was 
installed in the hospital. AIIMS as he had injured his 
pelvic girdle and could not stand. After he was brought 
back home, he did not recover much and the doctors 
advised an operation to fix the girdle. We visited him 
quite a few times. He was bed-ridden. My brother. Ram 
and myself got him operated in a private nursing home. 
They advised rest. After convalescence, it was told that 
his muscles had become too weak to let him stand erect 
or walk. He would not co-operate and believe the truth. 
Most of the times he would lie down or sit with the 
help of physiotherapist. The caretakers were there to look 
after. 

Same year on the occasion of Rakhi, when my brother 
came to my place, he got the news of the demise of 
Mathilde's husband Mr. 'D'. He had been ill. Within an 
instant I forgot about the malice and called her up 
informing that T am coming'. Going to the familiar house 
after nearly fifteen years was strange. She had changed 
a lot facially. So among the three females sitting on floor 
that day, it was confusing for me as to who Mathilde 
was. She too was obviously touchy and I hugged her. 
We stayed there till the cremation took place. People 
looked at me but I went and touched the feet of Mr. 'D' 
AS I owed him a debt. He had donated a unit of blood 
to me alongwith Ram while I had been in crisis during 
the birth of Roochee. I shared sorrow with everyone, while 
I was in their house. I noticed that the entirely new built 
house of theirs was totally against the norms of vaastu 
shastra but remained tongue-tied 

In the same year, we were happened to be married 
for twenty five years. A grand celebration in Delhi marked 
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the occasion of 'SILVER JUBILIEE' of our wedding. My 
mom-in-law would come and go to and from my house 
to the village and the younger son of my elder brother 
in law lived there. 

That day she was living with us. The silver wares 
were distributed to people through her hands as we 
wished that way. Her tantrums had not mellowed down 
much even then. 

Roochee was on family way which had spread cheer 
all around. We were going to be grand parents. My son- 
in-law and his family have always been very good. 

After reaching the village, the mom-in-law would find 
some pretext or the other to come to us as she would be 
lonely morning till evening and the nephew would come 
late. Sometimes she would say, hot water had fallen on 
her arm and sometimes ' there is none to look after me, 
I am lying in fever' etc. etc. Ram would often be under 
tension so I asked him to bring her to Delhi. Ram said 
she might create trouble for me but he also said that he 
would make some arrangements for her. 

When we brought her with us she would say she did 
not know how to bolt the door or open it. She felt bored 
but she would not go out with us as climbing stairs was 
difficult for her. Television used to be at its highest pitch 
the whole day. 

It was bearable even though I would come in the 
afternoon after the school so very tired and on top of 
that she would cleverly comment on something or the 
other. She would deliberately leave the water tap of the 
bathroom open to let the whole water trickle away. On 
my asking (after listening to the flowing water so very 
loud) she would say she had forgotten. 

I had some almirahs in the other room. If I would go 
in that room even to take Colgate etc. she would say, she 
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had not stolen anything. I used to be perplexed. I had a 
burden of work after school too so I could not share her 
gossips. The trouble arose when Nanhe was to study for 
her final exams - as she shared the same room with her. 
TV would not let her study. She preferred to study late 
but the dadi would ask her to switch off the lights. Nanhe 
studied in groups with her friends. They could not sit in 
that room or discuss any thing as she would be watching 
TV whole day. 

I would come suffocated from school and get all the 
more worked up after reaching home. She was incorrigable. 
I started getting hypochondriac about my health as I was 
developing pains and also had to visit my father 
sometimes. The undue pressure was rising in the school 
for joining the union. Field activities like attending science 
exhibition etc were given to me and later I would slog 
for the completion of course. Even a day's leave a month 
got cancelled in that month. Deepawali was on cards 
and I had extra work to do. 

My husband commented seeing me running all the 
time saying that I was not living my life but passing it. 
I thought about it deeply and reached a decision. In 
November, a colleague of mine resigned due to some 
other reasons. Without thinking twice I too sent resignation 
without caring for pension. It was questionable step and 
a sudden one. After that I slept peacefully for three months' 
grace period till February. 

Walking through my memory lane, I clearly recall a 
pilgrimage to Ajmer Shariff within a few months of 
commencing the wedding of Roochee. Actually I had 
wished that I would bring my daughter and son-in-law 
to bow our heads at the Garib-nawaj. It was a short visit 
via Jaipur. While dadi used to be away, myself and Nanhe 
came very close to each other. Now that Roochee had 
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already got married. More of Q.Ts, we would spend 
together. I would often bank upon her, may it be. If I 
spotted a cockroach in kitchen or for making a cup of 
tea or after panic I wished to visit a doctor or skin 
specialist urgently or otherwise when I used to be 
distressed. 

Unfortunately, in most times when I felt lonely or 
under tension or even if gone through a crisis or a bad 
day. Ram would not be there to console me. At that time 
Nanhe used to be a balm, motivating me and cheering 
me up. 

She too had had a long list of insincere friends of 
hers who would give her pain. She would often ask me 
to start tuition classes after I have left the school. I would 
ignore it. Early 2006, while we all were amused with the 
news of forthcoming new-born of Roochee, I was facing 
turmoils at school which would enhance due to the 
meaningless talks of my mom-in-law when she would 
be around. Fatso 'P' would burden me to complete al 
sorts of complete or incomplete works and make questions 
papers as I was to be relieved at the end of February. 
She would grill the teachers unnecessarily. Once when 
Ram had just stepped down from the staircase of our 
house to go for a tour, hurriedly I went to toilet and 
foolishly moved my hand on the rough unpainted door 
with my right hand and I experienced a thin wood splinter 
entering near the nail of my 2 nd finger of right hand 
terribly. The school bus was to reach at 7. Immediately, I 
called up Ram who must have reached the gate only to 
come up and help as it was my right hand. He refused 
point-blank. I did not know how to work or go to school 
in that condition. Reluctantly, I woke Nanhe up who was 
deep asleep. Rubbing her eyes she asked the matter. On 
my telling, gladly took a needle and managed to take it 
out after a struggle and pain of five minutes using both 
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her hands and a tweezer too. She did not grumble and I 
was in tears and grateful to her. She asked me to cheer 
up and she applied medicine. Whenever I would have 
fever, she would come time and again to check my arm 
or my forehead while I slept or some times only closed 
my eyes to see what she did. She told me that she would 
learn driving too. I trusted her. When I used to be sad 
and burdened, she would say, 'cheer up! Think of the 
freedom you will enjoy after February! 

Alongwith Roochee after a year or so, together we 
had started a spree for losing weight through various 

ways and successfully by 2007 we all .well in shape. 

This is the bonding - we all three have. 

March was approaching. I would sometimes go for 
taking the advice of the lady doctor of Roochee. Later 
March 9 th 2006 stepped an angel in Roochee's and my 
son-in-laws lives. We all were ecstatic. The same month 
I got relieved from the drudgery of Ryan International 
and felt as free as a bird, reaching the hospital regularly 
for three four days till Roochee got discharged. 

The mom-in-law was sent for the village till Nanhe 
had her exams. 

Ram would unnecessarily keep worrying about his 
mother all the time and I phoned her twice a day. I found 
him lost and sometimes the BP would fluctuate. His 
concern for his mother was logical. I thought that if Ram 
would not be at peace how would he work or else 
deteriorate his health. So, I, Myself asked him to bring 
his mother to Delhi for good. He was astounded and 
said, "she will create troubles for you". We planned thereby 
and later by "May' brought the rest of the payment of 
our house and bought his office flat and two adjoining - 
one roomed flats and equipped one flat fully with all 
needed like furniture, AC and TV, GAS. The flats were 
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hardly few yards away from our house. With her full 
consent she was given one complete flat to live and we 
would send the food thrice a day through our cook. We 
got more of space and she too was happy to have her 
independent house, just four stairs from Ram's office and 
he used to be in his office for the whole day and used to 
have his lunch with her. She was also provided with a 
landline and equipped kitchen. 

We all often went to her and also dined with her 
many a times almost once in week. 

Finally I got freedom from the prison of the school 
where everything other than imparting education was 
more important. My next door neighbour had been 
persistently asking me to join her kitty for many years. 
So the first thing I did after completing my sleep durations 
was to join her group which carried on for many years. 
I relished moving around, meeting people and people 
praising me for my talent of teaching. After a gala trip 
to USA for thirteen days, I visited many unseen places 
including Siddhi Vinayak Temple, Mumbai etc alongwith 
my family. The best part was that now I did not have to 
stand like an accused pleading for a leave for a day or a 
few days. When a few students met me and kept coming 
to my house for help, I planned to begin private tuitions 
classes at the advise of Nanhi. I recalled my past when 
Amy had once narrated me a story about the legend of 
Phoenix as to how it was reduced to ashes and reborn. 
Besides all ups and downs in our life, once I towed the 
line of private tutelege, I felt like a Phoenix, reborn, chaste, 
and re-discovering my talents. That was a peaceful, 
contentment. I re-discovered my ability and gave my 
hundred percent to students. I embarked with science 
tuitions but within a year shifted to English language 
and literature as my priority. MA English paid me well. 
My desire for teaching the senior secondary classes was 
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fulfilled. There was no early morning rushes or bundles 
of notebooks to be checked. Students got individual 
attention and scored par expectations. It was not only 
generating money but also the best usefulness of time 
pursuing my passion too. I managed and scheduled my 
working hours carefully with no sword hanging on my 
head. I could utilize my strength, capability and knowledge 
to the best and there was a complete job satisfaction for 
years to follow. 

On 'Teachers Day' I was invited by the Lion's Club 
authorities. They presented me with the prestigious " 
The best teacher" award and honoured me with an 
momento along with the certification and a white shawl. 
I was ecstatic. 

My mom-in-law would be glued to the landline whole 
day - the bills soared up and my father on the other 
hand took to the wheel chair finally. 

My self, Roochee's husband alongwith the 
granddaughter and Ram would pay visits to dad and 
during that time Roochee got a unique picture of four 
generations together consisting of dad, myself, Roochee 
and her nearly one year old daughter. 

When all the legal books were finally adjusted 
aesthetically in Ram's chamber our two bedroomed house 
looked more spacious, lighted and comfortable. I gave 
advices on Vaastu even in my brother's newly built house 
in Vadodra. 

One day I spotted a decay in my tooth which turned 
out to be a long procedure of root-canal. It was painful. 
I renewed my contacts, bought mobile and read more 
books. I brought some of the journals written by my 
dad home with the help of my brother as father had 
developed cataract. Around that span of time, my 
granddaughter's first birthday was celebrated in a grand 
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way. Seeing all this, the younger son of my elder brother- 
in-law who was not eligible to go to US became all the 
more rowdy and would throw utensils and bang the doors 
of the door of refrigerator whenever he would come to 
our place in Delhi. The actions speak louder than the 
speech. Our body fitness, Roochee's marriage, my career 
and Nanhe being a dentist were enough to upset all of 
them. 

In between, we visited Bangkok for a few days. Finally 
both the sons of elder brother-in law were called to US. 
Same year during the wedding of their daughter, most 
of errands were done by our family. They came to give 
the card, had heated discussions due to their son and 
unbelievably, despite all that we had done for them, the 
rowdy son created a scene in the wedding shouting and 
not letting the photographer click our pictures. In fact, 
incredibly the photographer was appointed on job to cover 
the functions by us only and was very familiar to us. 
The daughter had called me to see her sarees. I was 
amazed to see around six sarees of hers which were all 
red and more or less similar. When I said this, it was 
taken as an offence. One cannot get refined and wise 
just by going or settling in US. On touching the cheek of 
the daughter out of love, grieved her as her Chachu i.e. 
Ram had spoiled her make up. At Bidaai she nearly fell 
but unfortunately she overdid as if she was fainting. 
Everyone noticed clearly. 

As Nanhe's final practicals were in process Ram 
remained with her and Roochee's family and myself visited 
the function of the birthday of the grandson of my brother 
at Vadodara and Ahmedabad. After three days we all 
joined at Mumbai and there after Delhi. Roochee and 
her husband were duly welcomed with rituals by my 
bhabhi. During those days we were to pay the EMI's of 
Supreme Enclave flat and were hard with money. Ram's 
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tours to Dehradun kept him busy and tired. We started 
saving for the bare last EMI for coming year. 

Through my dad I came to know about my elder 
brother's Australia based son's marriage to be celebrated 
first in Sri Lanka. I still do not understand why it was 
not disclosed to us by my younger (2 nd brother) much 
before? 

Ram was annoyed with Sunny but after a long session 
of asking for pardon, I forgave him and gave consent to 
reach in the marriage party. 

My elder sister came, dressed up at our home which 
was too small for her according to her and Nanhe tied 
up her sari. L. Stalin (Dad) was carried with his wheel 
chair at the venue and the ceremonies were commenced. 

Later we hosted a dinner for Suuny and his wife at 
our home as we could not do the same for the newly 
weds at that time. The nephew was grateful for all and 
by than he was blessed with a daughter. 

"One touch and go" visit to Vadodara took place from 
Mumbai when Ram's elder sister was not well. Lrom there 
we were forced to return back to Delhi because of the 
arrival of 'P' from USA who was to come to join us to 
go to Punjab for attending Lalli's wedding in peak winters. 

Ram drove the whole day and we all reached the 
venue in Jallandhar when the barat reached. It was dismal, 
foggy, full of mist arena and even visibility was too less. 
We remained there for two hours only doing the needful 
and returned to the hotel as we had been very tired. It 
was extreme cold and not much was there to be done. 

Next day we resumed our jobs reaching Delhi. It had 
been Roochee's wedding anniversary the same day. 

When the financial position improved we planned a 
subsidized package tour to Europe around eight 
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destinations to be touched. It was a miraculous trip. Too 
good and enjoyable for words. 

Nanhe had got through in her exams and we started 
looking for grooms for her. Roochee family paid a visit 
to America as she had not been there. 

Dad became more poignant and irritable and picked 
up fights with everyone. My brother paid many visits to 
dad's house as if on duty. Dad was not happy even then. 
We paid another visit to Ajmer Sheriff with grand daughter 
and others. 

We would go and meet our friends at Haridwar too 
who were welcoming. 'P's wife was materialistic and 
would not jell with any relation. Meanwhile my coaching 
classes were going on very well. 

Looking for a suitable groom for Nanhe was not a 
bed of roses as we believed in the matching of kundlis. 
Nanhe starting learning driving with the help of our driver. 
One night Ram vomited and felt uncomfortable and weak. 
He had had rich food in dinner. Quickly on his insistence 
an ambulance was called and he was brought to 
emergency. Many a times he would skip his BP tablets. 
An hour later he found himself easy and fit. Some tests 
were being done but early morning he shouted saying 
he was fine. I sent Nanhe when it was bright to bring 
his footwear and it was the first time Nanhe drove and 
brought the car on her own to pick us up home. I was 
jubilant. Most relatives would back stab Ram so at around 
the age of sixty two he alienated from most people as 
such he possessed no friend. Meeting and mixing up with 
others was a far- fetched thing. He would discourage 
me too but after one to two years I kept the company of 
very few friends but ignored relatives. 

Nanhi started driving independently, at times getting 
my jobs done. 
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Dad's condition deteriorated and the mom-in-law had 
none to fight with. She hardly became violent. I would 
mind my business and the visits of Roochee's family would 
make us delighted. 

Around October,2010 we approached and came across 
the suitable match for Nanhe. After sharads we performed 
a small ritual and engaged her informally after visiting 
my would be son-in-laws home in UR We got busy making 
preparations for wedding and secured much of my own 
gold with additions of many new ornaments. Planning 
of finances was done very wisely to fulfil Nanhi's desires 
to put up a good show. No outside help was there to 
manage the three gatherings other than my son-in-law. 
Ram and myself, two family friends -Mohans and Poplis 
and two old servants of ours. My brother had a leg injury 
those days and walked with a stick- still he came together 
with every member to attend and share the joy. 

Years back, the younger rowdy son of my elder brother- 
in-law had given derogatory comments as there was no 
real brother of Roochee and Nanhe. This had been echoing 
in my ears ever since then. By the grace of God, we 
could arrange six very loving, faithful and trustworthy 
cousins and brothers including my elder son-in-law for 
Nanhe. How Nanhi was brought surrounded by all of 
them at the dias for the exchange of garlands was a real 
feast for the eyes. Ironically the green- eyed - monster 
shone in the eyes of my elder brother- in law and elder 
sister-in-law in addition to some comments. How can a 
real brother and sister behave like this? 

We had overspent and the expenditure was great. All 
were happy. Initially Nanhe faced minor teething problems 
but her talents were soon revealed. I missed her. Her in¬ 
laws too are noble and supportive. 
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There is limit to contain suppressed emotions for 
people. In addition to this any probable discord in the 
family might have resulted in finding a vent to her (sis- 
in-law's) feelings and Nanhe being the soft target. This 
happened soon after when Nanhe with her husband went 
to Mumbai. On cautioning also, the innocent girl went 
to see her bua while her husband was busy with work. 
The most unprecedented thing that happened at Nanhi's 
bua house when both her uncle and aunt found a vent 
to pour out most illogical venom contained in them for 
years. For an hour or so as told by her (Nanhe) they 
talked ill things about us and even told her that we had 
deliberately sent her away from Delhi and got her married 
in UP. The newly wed bride was almost in tears as they 
went on and on. Later she phoned us. We were stunned 
and so was Roochee. How much could a person stoop 
to ? This level ??? All of us planned not to speak to her 
at all or call and showed no reaction at all till date. She 
had dug her own grave and shown her true colours. I 
could not thoroughly imagine how an outwardly cheerful 
and merry looking lady could do that but it served as a 
red alert for us and we nearly snapped relations with 
her. Later as told - she was not keeping well for many 
months as according to her only she preferred fast food 
to chapaties so she developed some complications and 
she coolly blamed Ram and all of us for that heart 
problem- so said. It was a signal from God to us. We 
rheotorically told our near ones not to answer her calls. 

The only good incident that took place was Nanhe's 
wedding and the other one soon after that when Mr. 
Jain's daughter who had begun a play school in Meerut, 
invited us there on the occasion of schools first Annual 
Day Celebration. Mr. Jain took us along with him, 
honoured us and I was acclaimed to be the co-chief-guest 
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and I gave an encouraging speech at the end of the 
programme. I felt happy for Dimple - their daughter. 

Year 2011 had a lot more stored for us. Ram and myself 
had a minor tiff in April and the news that Nanhi had 
lost her foetal baby early the same month and had to be 
operated upon made me upset. I got panicky, shared 
the news with Roochee and we instantly boarded a cab 
to reach her town. I controlled my tears and the time 
passed. 

Our plot in Uttarakhand got illegally encroached by 
some rural people. The dispute rose but we could manage 
to get some payment. Nanhi recovered but we saw less 
of her. During a visit to Dehradoon on 30th November 
on way back Ram and myself met with a near fatal car 
accident fracturing our ribs. Ram also received injuries 
but I was critical and developed haemotoma of chest. 
Luckily we got much needed first aid, eventualy the due 
medical attention and reached Delhi. Being hospitalized 
for nearly seven to eight days with different therapies 
we were to be discharged for time being to treat my 
haemotoma that had set in. 

"OLD ORDER CHANGETH, YIELDING PLACE TO NEW" 

After a day of our accident, my brother informed us 
that our father had passed away in sleep - just a day 
later. I suddenly recalled that I had not wished my Dad 
that year on his Birthday. What a predicament ! We were 
not in a position to go. Years back I had not got the 
chance to see the dead body of my mother, so I raised a 
hue and cry. The M.S. was summoned and I told him 
the sad part, who being considerate and caring arranged 
a van with a wheel chair for me along with an attendant 
to reach the cremation site. My brother promised me over 
the phone that they all would wait for us before offering 
the fire to the pyre. I in unique state of affairs, attended 
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the last rites of my father on 2 nd December and felt his 
body cold with my fingers. Nanhe was still not told about 
the two major happenings but intuitively she sensed that 
there had been something wrong at Delhi. She kept calling 
but Ram instructed me not to share the fact. Instinctively 
she boarded a bus and reached Delhi and found us 
discharged lying on our bed with bandages. Roochee had 
looked after us completely and brought two new woolen 
gowns immediately as she had no keys of mine. Thankfully 
December got over after the prayer meeting of Dad that 
I attended drowsily under the impact of medicines. Brother 
said, it could not be delayed. 

SURGERY CARRIED ON 

On 31 st December a surgery was carried on my right 
breast to remove and clear the bundle of blood-clots. On 
the eve time of New Year my entire family was with me 
in the hospital room. I used to feel very cold. After a 
month when we had met with an accident only half the 
processing was done. The chain of changing bandages 
and medication went on further. After three days, I was 
discharged with a plastic container, containing the trickling 
drops of blood attached to me with a pipe. 

We would bask in sun on terrace till the evening set 
in. Some students used to be called to rush up with the 
syllabus even in that condition. I was committed. 

The reminder of the payment of Supreme Tower flat 
was irksome but we had no way to send the money. 
With my constant insistence I made Ram ready to ask 
my brother for some funds. The EMI would have been 
the last one. The very next day the cheque was sent and 
we were relieved. Nanhi stayed on and finally left for 
her in-laws house. Roochee was a constatnt visitor even 
bringing eats. Our domestic help had started troubling 
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us. Going to Paharganj for physiotherapies became 
common. 

While we were still in hospital, the elder brother-in- 
law who had come to solemnize his rowdy son's wedding 
had come with a few invitation cards of the relations of 
ours in Delhi and ironically handed over to Ram (who 
too was lying in bed) to send the cards on brother-in- 
law's behalf. Weird, we somehow managed to get those 
cards delivered. 

Two marriages - one of brother in law's son and the 
other of sis-in-law's son were on the cards in January. 
We had to give a consent and gave a deep thought to 
the fact how we could get the strength to travel. Being 
decided at a gap of 2-3 days only we with Rooche and 
Nanhe alongwith their husbands went by plane to 
Mumbai. We were treated coldly but we passed the time 
patiently. We reached a day later at night and only both 
of us took a train to Amritsar after getting my bandages 
changed. There was no blower at the hotel and we nearly 
froze. Somehow after attending half the ceremony lodged 
ourselves in the hotel and took the train back to Delhi, 
next afternoon. It was traumatic and very exhausting. 

My friends and some parents would pour in to see 
me. The family of elder brother-in-law left in March. 

Two suction processes were conducted by my doctor 
to suck out serum from my wound which was much 
healed by now. 

I went to my kitty after a long time. Soon after the 
demise of my dad the whispers about the owner of our 
house rose in air from my two sisters' sides. Initially 
they made me a party but I was not comfortable and 
detached myself. 
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During my convalescence also they had been regular 
visitors to our father's house. The copy of the "will" was 
with my brother. 

I had hardly settled myself in the end of April that 
Ram's buas came to spent two days with mom-in-law 
and us. 

At the age of eighty five a person is vulnerable towards 
ill health. The food pattern at the mom-in-law flat consisted 
on rich snacks in those two days. The mom-in-law was 
very particular about her health but on 4 th she complained 
of stomach upset and weakness. We went to see her giving 
porridge and oranges. Ram would stay there the whole 
day and come by night i.e. eight O clock. We had a 
domestic help too as the previous one had left for his 
native place. Often my mom-in-law would praise me and 
say she was too happy to stay near us. My younger son- 
in-law had come to our place on 7 th evening but before 
he reached. Ram was already with mom-in-law who lay 
down on bed. I was at home. 

Suddenly, Ram called up saying mom-in-law was 
serious and had been to hospital also but she was talking 
and spoke to everyone over phone. Half an hour later 
he told that she had collapsed. I was confused and told 
him to sprinkle water, she might have fainted. Five minutes 
later the paternal Aunt of Ram residing near-by called 
and asked where the ceremonies would be performed - 
I was dumbstruck. Was mom-in-law really dead?!! 

Ram soon confirmed the news and said they (with 
cousins) were to leave the hospital to find a room in 
mortuary. I asked if I should come. He rejected the idea 
saying that the younger son-in-law was to reach Delhi 
and as he said so - my son-in-law reached our home. I 
looked confused so he asked about the matter. 
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I diplomatically told him that 'Dadi' was critical. We 
slept halfway after 1 O clock and rose early in the morning. 

END OF AN ERA 

Everyone was informed after my son-in-law went for 
the "bike race". The first one to reach around eight thirty 
morning was the bua who had phoned me and who lived 
close by. She had brought her clothes too. Hastily we 
composed ourselves when there were not less than fifty 
people in our small house including my Mumbai sis-in- 
law and her daughter. We ordered food again and again. 
At nine with the assistance of Roochee I packed my clothes, 
booked an AC Mortuary Van facilitating around six of 
us to proceed to Punjab alongwith the corpse. We needed 
to see the doctor every fifteen days. Nanhe was duly 
informed and instructed not to travel. She needed rest. 
The future about the ceremonies was cloudy and discreet. 
At day break - three thirty we started our journey as 
the cremation was to take place the same day. People 
from US had reached in Punjab. Didi told me to remove 
my bangles but I did not but wore light coloured clothes. 
Stayed there for a week, reached Delhi and got my whites 
ready. Ram had to see to his work too. What proceeded 
later were a series of journeys by Volvo. Ram could not 
drive and the vehicle was in shattered state at Garage. 
After the prayer meeting and the feast of sixteenth day 
that was cooked by bahus, we heaved a sigh of relief. 
Fortunately, it was summer vacation. Didi and brother - 
in-law's family appeared genuine like us but other blood 
relations were conniving further agendas. By June life 
was back on track. I must quote one very strange incident 
related to my dream very soon. 

It so happened that before the ritual of sixteenth day 
feast cooking ritual while we had come back to Delhi 
for a week, we slept well but early in the morning as if 
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half asleep and half awake I felt my dead mom-in-law 
saying something loudly to me. She was asking me to 
conduct the 'Ardas' that she could not do. It sent a shudder 
within me and I woke up abruptly because she had 
repeated three times in a normal way but I did not know 
what 'Ardas' meant. 

After a week when we had visited our village, we 
both went to the main temple to ask the panditji who 
happened to be our friend too. He was amazed and said 
that definitely mom-in-law used to come every month 
to conduct the 'ardas' with salt and sugar and he 
categorically confirmed that that month she had not been 
able to come. It was a miracle that she had chosen me 
and no other to assign the duty. We brought salt and 
sugar and got the 'Ardas' performed. After many days I 
dreamt and saw her covering my head with red dupatta 
and many females surrounded us. She appeared smiling. 

That apart, on our repeated requests to Nanhe and 
my son-in-law, they had not been able to join us and go 
to Ajmer Shariff for blessings. Ram and myself related 
the debate of losing a baby as its after effect. We persuaded 
both of them and paid a hurried visit to fulfill my wish 
and gain the blessings at the Dargah.The same year in 
October we all attended the wedding of Ram's paternal 
US based aunt's daughter and after a day's gap was her 
son's wedding in Punjab. It was a very refreshing occasion 
but during those days I would frequently be troubled 
by UTI may be because of the usage of diverse washrooms 
for nearly five months. It would temporarily subside but 
come again. Even those days I carried injections to be 
injected each day wherever I would be. I was also getting 
arthretic as the fluids in the joints got scarce with time. 
I had to undergo physiotherapy for frozen shoulder. 

The doctor of Nanhe had been apprehensive about 
early conception but by the grace of God, Nanhe shared 
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the news that she was on family way. We all were very 
happy. It was the decision of my younger son-in-law to 
get the delivery done in Delhi at our place. I was 
overjoyed. 

After routinal check ups Nanhe got blessed with EVA 
with no complications. Astonishingly the day Eva was 
born, same day I contacted lady doctor whose board I 
saw in OPD I went straight to her and shared my problem. 
She said that she herself had undergone the same trouble 
and gave just two days medicine and the whole trouble 
vanished as if I never experienced it. So, Roochees 
daughter gave a boost to my carreer and Eva helped to 
make me fit. Nanhe in-laws came and some functions 
were performed within our home. Later she went to her 
in-laws and the mission got well accomplished. A streak 
of politeness and delight in the behaviour of son in law 
could not be over looked. 

My younger son-in-law wanted to start another 
business so he kept working on that while at times Nanhe 
lived with us. Anya was seven years and was glad to be 
the elder one. 

We celebrated birthdays and it was fun spending time 
with grandchildren. I would always advise Nanhe to have 
nourishing diet but she was careless. One day she phoned 
me from her in-laws house that she was going to be 
mother for another time. I was pleased but did not know 
how to react. 

Finally, we all were happy to know that the same 
year Roochee also gave the good news. I would give 
motherly advices to both of them. 

In between, on the first birthday of Eva I got cute 
pillows and mugs with the imprints of hers and other 
just as I had gifted to Anya on her first birthday. Nanhi 
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and her husband got a special photo-shoot done for Eva. 
She had become plump by then. 

We repaid the amount to my brother regarding the 
flat of Supreme Towers the same year. As regards the 
processing of my parents house, there was undue 
procrastination due to various legal formalities for my 
brother. He had recovered from his leg ailment. On the 
fortieth day after the birth of Eva a big puja and gathering 
was arranged at Nanhe's In-law premises and we all had 
joined there. 

Before Nanhe gave me the news of the arrival of new 
baby, we ourselves and Roochee's family went to US as 
for many months that same paternal aunt's son who had 
got married (US) was insisting on paying them a visit. It 
was fun filled and we partly repaired the relationship 
with elder brother in law's son but stayed with Keshav 
majority of the time. I would name him 'LAXMAN' of 
RAMAYAN. 

The younger brother 'P"s family behaviour was very 
cold- I do not know why? He had also gone through an 
injury in leg or back. They had three kids by now. 

We had enjoyed every minute in US toiling between 
New York, New Jersey and Boston. Same year, as I told, 
we got the news of two baby guests to arrive and we 
would be grand parents for the third and fourth time. 

The knee problem was at peak after the trip and I 
used a "support" as advised by the orthopaedician. The 
swelling and drugs continued but the problem kept me 
involved in medicines. My younger son-in-law would 
humorously ask me often "All is well" !?? and I would 
burst into laughter. The elder son-in-law and Roochee 
were a big support and they even helped me receding 
down the stairs of Fatehpuri Sikri by lifting me from my 
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armpits. The visit to the bird sanctuary at Bharatpur was 
fascinating for Anya. 

Finally an angel stepped down called ERIC in August. 
The moment I got the news of his birth, being alone at 
home I was choked with emotions and I heard myself 
howling loudly with tears trickling down from my eyes. 
The pathos involved could only be understood by a lady 
who had unfortunately experienced taunts for not bearing 
a male child in her life. Thankfully all went well and 
Roochee delivered another Snow white daughter in 
November same year. 2014 proved to be fruitful year 
again by the grace of God. My right leg which had a lot 
many problems restored its strength and according to 
my dear friend (Ranjana's) astrologer, I wore a gem and 
the entire problem ebbed gradually making me agile once 
again. On hearing this news a month later the US ites 
called up and taunted me for superceeding them. I listened 
to this graciously. 

In December, Nanhe and younger son-in-law shifted 
to Saket. Supreme Towers flat was in progress but the 
flat needed to be furnished. During all these years we 
had appointed a lady cook. Roochee too moved to another 
house. Tiny would not leave her Nanu and started 
becoming naughtier day by day. Time was passing 
smoothly. 

One day, on Nanhe's birthday someone spoke some 
harsh words. After we returned home, my heartbeat started 
getting faster - I was experiencing palpitation of heart 
due to stress. Late at night and the next day, I phoned 
Nanhi and over the phone she told me the first-aid of 
being calm and doing deep-breathing. It was sorted out 
and forgotten but ever since then, whenever there would 
be stress or discord, I would get uncomfortable and the 
heart beat would start racing up. It was due to ageing 
and hypothyroidism also. 
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A ceremony with typical customs of KUAN PUJAN 
was conducted and solemnized at Nanhe's grand-parents 
-in-laws place i.e. KOTA including the ceremony of 
NAMKARAN of ERIC. I Relished it. Both my daughters 
worked hard in their familes. After marriage Nanhi had 
worked in a clinic in in-laws place and in Hedgwar 
Hospital but now the little kids needed her attention. 
We would frequently go and attend functions at Hardwar 
when we used to be invited. All of us attending the 
wedding of Hira Mani's son clubbing it with a trip to 
Mussorie. During this course of time we had sold the 
old car and bought a new Honda City. 2015 went on 
amicably. 

According to our father's will my brother was the 
sole possessor of the paternal house and sundry other 
details. Unlike others, I had believed it. Some meetings 
and secretive conspiracies were in progress between my 
two sisters. 

Tiny- Vanshi's birthday was held as a Pooja at home 
in November. The flat of Noida was quickly getting 
furnished and soon after Nanhe's family shifted there. 
The daughter of Nanhi found admission in a school for 
pre-schooling. The son was to get operated for a minor 
surgery. We, Ram and myself were busy as ever. 

The astrologer friend of ours was not keeping well 
as he had multiple problems and unfortunately he passed 
away in the hospital. 

We had paid a visit to Vadodara which had spread 
love further. 

Similar types of mugs and pillows were made for the 
kids on their respective birthdays. 

During 2016 only. Ram felt uneasy and got himself 
hospitalized by me and had a thorough check up and 
there were BP fluctuations. The parasitic cousin had 
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betrayed and had pocketed in tweleve lakhs quietly. Ram 
was also made to be in ICU for a day and then discharged 
with some cautions. 

LATER, Two days before our plan to visit Simla as I 
tried to kick a football in our premises, in the evening, I 
suddenly slipped on the right side with no outward injury 
on my little finger or right hand but there was pain. 
Minor scratches were taken care of but there was some 
pain in the finger. We went to Simla for two days and 
returned and to my horror the finger started swelling 
particularly towards the outer tip. The blunder I had 
committed was that I had not removed my ring from it 
after the fall. Now the blood circulation was getting 
obstructed and by morning it was terrible. 

Unfortunately, Ram was never near me whenever I 
needed him the most. I asked him to take me to hospital 
as there was bluish redness as if the ring would severe 
the finger into two. Somehow Ram agreed to take me to 
a jeweller who actually would not do such a non paying 
minor job. 

Strangely enough Ram left me to go myself to the 
market where there had been a small shop of silver ware 
etc. He parked the car and I walked alone - I had no 
time to grumble. There was an apprentice at the 1st floor 
of the shop that was shut that day. People around all 
men, guided me to the dark, secluded upper storey. The 
young boy understood my plight and by the grace of 
God took out some pointed instrument with a blade and 
asked to hold my breath. I was almost already out of 
breath. Within a minute he cut the gold ring with gem 
studded in it. I almost lay down faintingly on the rough 
staircase. Two people of same kind watched me. After 
half a minute I regained my senses and thanked him 
profusely who would not take even a penny for 
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doing such a miraculous work. I blessed him a thousand 
times and reached the car where my husband sat unaware. 

In December 2016, there was a call from Lalli who 
had come to India with his wife and said that he wanted 
to meet us. I had no emotional excitement or contempt 
against them, so they both visited us and we both were 
normal and welcoming. We took them to the mall and 
they met both my daughters and their kids. Lalli appeared 
wiser and I kept my fingers crossed. 

During the same year, I treasured around five to six 
books written by my dad. My brother brought them to 
me, none other ever wished to read them. 

The same year, two differently placed very old students 
of mine - one of them now in Canada had come to India 
and did not miss meeting me. They talked endlessely on 
different days and I persuaded myself to believe that I 
had actually done some thing worthy in life. 

It used to be sheer delight watching my four grand 
children grow, play and talk. We both found great pleasure 
in the company of kids. Being nostalgic at times, I would 
often tell my daughters to keep their children happy as 
they are valuable. They admitted and both even now are 
devoted mothers - being motherly in true sense. 

A highly enjoyable trip to Hong Kong and Macau 
with all of us was a great success in 2016. Coupled with 
love, it generated immense harmony. Both my sons-in- 
law were great in planning destinations apt for us. 

I had few but good friends with whom I used to 
have tete-a-tete over phone or in person. My kitty was a 
good outlet. I read some books while I was free. Earlier 
that year we had had a lovely trip to Kerala with the 
Aggarwal family. We felt rejuvenated seeing the tree based 
lush-green tea gardens there. 
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The new flat of Nanhe was very commodious and 
tastefully decorated. We would enjoy togetherness after 
Roochee joining us there. The health of all oldies was 
deteriorating. 

Days later my brother gave me the news of expiry of 
my mama and mamiji living earlier in Delhi. Roochee 
did a good job by making her elder daughter persue 
Bharat Natyam and during a function she herself compared 
it. I commended her. 

The younger daughter of Roochee and the son of 
Nanhe were overzealous too at that age and we discussed 
about how the energies could be productive for them. 
The overriding concern would always be the academics 
as a priority for all. 

Just as a comet casts an evil eye on people, the 
invitation of the wedding of my younger sister-in-law's 
daughter was received. As such, prior to that all 
preparation was made and bearing the entire cost by the 
two brothers was already understood. For them the event 
was a celebration which was to take place in Himachal 
but for us going to the wedding was only a social binding. 

We were surrounded by precarious people with 
negative vibes. I too, feigned to be happy as my dear 
ones had told me just to kill two and a half days peacefully. 
I was being ignored apparently even for the rituals and 
slipping red bangles on to the wrist of the bride. I being 
the mami was to do it. For this blunder, they themselves 
were rebuked by their dadi - on the spot. We came back 
empty handed even though Ram and his elder brother 
had spent for every little object. 

The box of sweets that my sister-in-law gave was later 
opened by me and finding the sweets stale, I left them 
there only. Later, we came to know that we were 
deliberately not asked to stay for the reception. That was 
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a connivance. For us, we were more than happy to leave 
the very next day. One important truth was revealed. 
We happened to see the true colours and listen to the 
derogatory remarks of elder's sister husband. This act of 
theirs was actually unforeseen by them and not in their 
script. It was surprising and disgusting even for Ram. 

Once again, Lalli dropped in with his wife and little 
daughter in December and we spent some good time by 
taking them to Nanhi's house. He invited us to attend 
his daughter's birthday in January at Chandigarh but 
we could not make it. 

The news of the death of Ram's mama in MP who 
had been ill for a long time was broken to us. We thought 
it to be mandatory to visit as never before we had visited 
them. We made a long trip by visiting Jabalpur. We made 
it to visit 

khajuraho temples too. The trip was sad as it was a 
sad occasion but very enjoyable to see the historical 
heritage of India. 

A few months ago in 2017 a sudden slipping on a 
wet surface caused a fracture of wrist of my right arm. 
More than painful the incident was disappointing. After 
the change of first plaster the first doctor said there might 
be a fixation of wire also that was horrifying. Strangely 
enough, I was in a habit of using my left hand also for 
writing many a times. The second orthopaedician refixed 
the plaster and said optimistic words. I continued with 
my classes even in those days, but got a help for foodstuffs. 
I would do my personal jobs and even make tea using 
my left hand. 

As I had faith in God, I recovered fully by the end of 
January next year. 

Later, I would generally eat and perform jobs with 
my left hand but Ram asked me to follow the old pattern. 
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With some exercise and optimistic approach, I recovered 
fully only to realize that I had crossed my 60 th birthday 
and I was a Senior Citizen. 

About the South Delhi house of ours, I gave a green 
signal to my brother and he was at ease. Later, I cautioned 
Ram to be careful about his health but he had to be 
hospitalized once again and discharged likewise with two 
stents. Ever since he is careful about his health. All is 
well that ends well! 

These sweet and sour memories mark the completion 
of my 60 th year of life. The saga may go on further for 
how long - who knows ?? 

Through these events I feel a stronger faith instilled 
in me for ALMIGHTY whose deeds are always fair. 

I plead people to stay away from avarice and unhealthy 
competition to attain a blissful life. 

I expect all fathers to behave fatherly, mothers to be 
motherly, brothers to be brotherly and so on Shirking 
your duty amounts to be a big sin. 

An honest person is the ultimate winner and can feel 
the GOD beside him/her during crisis. As you sow, so 
shall you reap !!! 
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EPILOGUE 


This write-up is interwoven with my personal 
experiences devoid of any insignificant incidents. I thank 
the super power to have bestowed me with strength to 
pen down the glaring happenings in relation to me. 

I also extend my gratitude towards the utmost love 
and motivation received from my husband and daughters 
who stood like pillars of unconditional love and boost. 
And, yes AMY too. 

Last but not the least, I feel grateful to the people 
who loved and troubled me all these years without whose 
actions this book could not have been materialized!!! 
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